


























































































































boards, and sugar-beet rack for the wagon wheels. He
hauled beets from farms to railroad cars. His brother,
Jay Barger, from Chariton, Iowa, came out to help Roy
haul cement to build a new sugar beet factory outside of
Mitchell. Roy hauled sugar beets from farms to the fac-
tory after it was built, and shoveled beets with a hand
shovel at the factory until the sugar beet factory shut
down in January 1921 and there was no work.

Roy’s brother-in-law and sister, Bill and Ida
Singleton, were staying with us. Bill wanted Roy to file on
a homestead. He had filed on a homestead 54 miles north
of Douglas, Wyoming. Roy filed on one about five miles
southwest of Bill’s. It was a cold January in 1921. Roy and
Bill loaded our furniture, etc., on the beet rack, then with
the horses went to Douglas, Wyoming out to the
homestead, 184 miles from Mitchell, Nebraska. They
hauled lumber fifty-four miles from Douglas with horses
and beet rack. It took four days to make a trip — two days
to go to Douglas, sleep on the ground or in someone’s
home, and two days to go back to the homestead. They
built two shacks, 10 by 20 feet on each homestead.

Ida stayed with her sister Jennie and family at Mit-
chell, Nebraska. I went to the home of my sister
Margaret Stewart at Absarokee, Montana and stayed
with them until May. While there, on April 14, 1921, Ken-
neth Roy was born, a still-birth. The burial was in Absa-
rokee. I came to the homestead in May. I walked many
times to Bill and Ida’s homestead five miles northeast of
our place. There was a big prairie dog town on a flat go-
ing to their place. In summer, there were a lot of rattle
snakes. Southeast of our place, straight east of a spring
on a bright red shale hill that could be seen from our
place, was a den of rattle snakes. One hot day Roy went
over to it and started to kill some of them. They were
everywhere, so he got away from there.

We had a nice view and close neighbors. William
(called Bill) Boehler lived one-quarter to one-half mile
north. Daddy Wilson lived about one block west of
Boehler. Lawrence ‘‘Mickey’”’ and Eva Allen lived one
mile straight north of us and Boehler on a higher hill. We
could see all of them from our place. Roy went ten miles
north to Antelope Creek to get free coal. There was a
thirty-two foot vein in the high creek bank and below
ground vein. He drove close to the high bank with a team
and wagon, dump boards, and knocked it off with a pick
into the wagon. Roy went northeast of Antelope Creek
where there were trees to get posts, and some longer
poles. He made a barn in the side of the bank with poles
and dirt on top for the roof, and a hen house in the bank
with lumber on it, also.

I had made some pumpkin pies; and friends John and
Rubie Wohlford lived about one mile south of the
Cheyenne River (about 15 to 20 miles away) came with
team and wagon to spend the weekend with us. She
thought those pies were so good. I made them using no
eggs or fresh milk, just canned milk.

We hauled water from the spring one-quarter to one-
half mile south on the hill with a team, sled and barrel.
Sometimes I took Kate and the sled, when I was there
alone and Roy was away working. (Kate was a gentle old
riding race horse I rode).

On April 15, 1922, Maudra Maxine was born in a snow
storm. Roy went with the team and wagon to get his sister
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Ida. It took him two and one-half hours. She lived four
hours. We could not get to Douglas. Easter Sunday, April
16th, we buried her a little way northwest of the house
where there was the least amount of snow. It was so hard
to do that. We never got her moved to the Douglas
cemetery which I wanted to do. We put a tombstone with
her name onit, a fence around it, and a box for flowers on
the grave. Thanks so much to Velma and Lou Steckley for
taking care of the grave. I appreciate it very much.

One summer Roy herded sheep, or buck herd, around
ninety-five head for Bass Jacobs. I stayed on our
homestead alone. Bill Boehler and Roy had a trap line
one winter and caught a lot of coyotes and two badgers.
They would take turns riding horseback every day to
check them. There was a ranch house northeast of our
place where they would stop and get warm. The man
there would always give them hot hot chili that warmed
them up, which they enjoyed. Roy would come home tell-
ing about something like an ear phone they put to their
ears and could hear faint music. He was so excited about
it. Our neighbors, Lawrence and Eva Allen, took Roy and
me over to the ranch in their car to hear it. We thought it
was s0 wonderful to hear a faint sound of music.

We first got mail at Teckla, through Gillette, and
later had a Post Office at Verse, at Bill Boehler’s place. It
came from Douglas to Bill.

Our neighbor, Mickey Allen, and Roy took our team,
beet rack, and wagon to Mitchell, Nebraska, to work in
sugar beets there one fall. Eva Allen and I stayed on our
homestead. One fall I went too and worked at the hospital
in Mitchell, Nebraska. Roy’s sister lived on a farm there.
We canned a lot of fruit and vegetables. I took a lot to our
homestead. One winter we rented a room in Douglas, Roy
washed dishes in a restaurant there. I baby sat, and took
in sewing. Fall and winter of 1923 and 1924, Roy worked as
a welder at a tank farm west of Douglas and northeast of
Glenrock. We lived at first in a tent, eight-by-ten feet. I
ripped up gunny sacks and sewed them together and nail-
ed them to the ground for a floor.

After a time, a large piece of steel fell on Roy’s foot
and broke several toes. He was in the hospital in Casper
for several days. There was no way to lock up the tent,
only tied it from the outside. A man that worked with Roy
lived with his wife in a ten-by-twelve shack. She said to
me, ‘‘Fern, you are not staying alone in that tent at night
without a lock on it. You are staying with us.”” They had
one bed, so I slept next to the wall, she slept in the middle,
and he slept on the outside. I turned my face to the wall
when he got up and dressed. He went outside while she
and I got up and dressed.

When Roy got out of the hospital, he had a cast on his
foot up to his knee and walked with crutches. He could not
work. We decided to go to our homestead and stay until he
was O.K. again. We had bought a one-seated Ford car
with a box in back, the first car we had bought since we
were married. We packed tent and all in box in the back
of the car and started out. Roy thought we should take a
short-cut to the homestead, go north and east, instead of
going through Douglas. It was the first time we had gone
this way. There was a long steep hill not far from the tank
farm to go over. I could not drive. It was so hard for him
to drive with one foot and leg in a cast. He would make a
run for the hill and get almost to the top and no farther. I



was out pushing and putting stuff behind the wheels. We
were there until almost dark before we got over the hill.
Roy was trying to make up for lost time before dark and
was driving fast for those days. The trail was level, no
traffic, and BANG, we hit a narrow washed-out deep
ditch we didn’t see. It broke the axle on a front wheel, and
we could not go on. As there was no house in sight, and
Roy was on crutches; we got out and put the tent on
ground with the bedding inside of the tent by the side of
the road. In the night it began to snow. By morning it had
snowed several inches. Roy could not go any place in the
snow with crutches. There was no way to get anything to
eat. (I was expecting.) I covered Roy up the best I could
with the tent and started out walking. It was still snowing.
I saw one house, but before I could get there, they drove
the other way with a sled and team of horses. I walked
and walked, five or six miles, until I came to a house
where someone was home. I was exhausted. They took
me in, gave me tea and toast. The men took a team and
sled to get Roy. We stayed there five or six days until we
could get repairs for the car on the mail route from
Douglas. The people we stayed with fixed the car. We
were so thankful to the people who took us in and helped
us.

Spring of 1924, Roy’s brother Virgil (Bert) Barger
and family lived on a farm north of Palisade, Nebraska.
He wrote Roy that he had gotten a piece of corn stalk in
his eye and lost sight in it. The eye doctor said he could
lose sight in the other eye, too, so he wanted Roy to come
down and stay with them to put in his crops, corn and
cane. We took our car and stayed with them until the crop
was layed by in June. He wanted Roy to go back to the
homestead and get our furniture and move to Nebraska.
He put our furniture on the beet rack with the team and
wagon. It was hot weather. It took several weeks for it was
379 miles from our homestead to Palisade, Nebraska. I
stayed with Roy’s brother and family on the farm while
he was gone. We rented a house in Palisade. On July 11,
1924, Veta Marlene was born. She was a perfect baby, but
only lived one week before she died. Burial was in
Palisade Cemetery.

Fall of 1924, Roy’s sister Ida and Bill Singleton came
to Palisade, Nebraska from their Wyoming homestead.
He was sick with TB and died the last of January 1925.
Burial was in a lot close to our baby in the Palisade
Cemetery.

We lived in a rented house in Palisade until the spring
of 1925, when we moved to a rented farm northwest of
Benkelman, Nebraska, for four years. In the meantime
we sold our homestead for $1000,00, to Fred Dilts and put
the money into cattle, sold the cattle, and put money into
a farm. Later, we bought more. We had 560 acres before
we sold it. It was 15 miles northwest of Benkelman,
Nebraska. We lived there 16 years.

On April 15, 1926, Leland LeRoy Barger was born on
the Star place. On April 13, 1927, Lyle LeRoyce Barger
was born on the Star place also. We farmed mostly corn
at first with horses. We had great big piles of cobs, and
burned them in the cook stove and heater.

When Roy farmed with a tractor, he farmed around
400 acres of corn. Leland and Lyle helped him. On August
22, 1931, Dickie Dean was born, lived one week and was
buried by side of Veta Marlene in Palisade Cemetery. We

lived on the farm until Leland and Lyle were through
school, and Leland was in the Merchant Marines. We sold
the farm and had a big sale. We lived in Benkelman,
Nebraska for one year. Roy bought a big truck and truck-
ed for one year.

On February 22, 1946, Lyle married Ila Mae Cline of
Parks, Nebraska. They lived on a farm four miles east of
Haigler, Nebraska. In June 1946, we moved to a farm six
miles east of Salem, Oregon. We lived on this farm for
five years. In 1951, we moved to a new house in east
Salem. Roy worked at Blue Lake Cannery in West Salem
until he retired at 62 years of age. We lived there 15 years.

On May 8, 1948, Leland married Edna May Thackery
at Needy, Oregon. They lived in Portland, Oregon in a
new house Leland had built until July 1959 when they
bought 238 acres close to Eagle Creek, Oregon.

While in Portland, Leland had a big logging truck and
hauled logs from the mountains to the valley; he con-
tinued trucking several years after they moved to the
ranch. After the children were married and gone from
home, in September 1981 they moved to a new house in
Portland which their oldest boy Bill had built and their
oldest son Bill and family moved on the ranch and live
there now.

Lyle and his wife Ila lived on a farm in Nebraska for
one year then moved to Oregon. They lived in Salem,
Oregon in a new house he built, then on a farm south of
Stayton, Oregon. He raised wheat for three years, then
moved to Renton, Washington where he built houses.
They still live in a lovely home he built himself.

On February 22, 1966, we moved to Woodburn,
Oregon from our home in Salem, Oregon to Senior
Estates. Roy loved to fish; we went to the ocean, moun-
tains and lakes fishing.

On November 27th, 1969, we celebrated our 50th wed-
ding anniversary at Senior Estates Club House. There was
a big crowd. It was a nice day, with surprise program put
on by the men’s chorus. Everyone enjoyed it so much. So
many people said it was the best program they had ever
been to. I made my dress and some of the flowers. We had
a big dinner at our home after it was over. We got a lot of
nice gifts and money.

On March 12, 1977, Roy went to be with Jesus and lov-
ed ones in Heaven. Roy saw Heaven before he went. He
said it was a wonderful place and the angels were going to
take him there. Burial was in Rest Lawn Cemetery in
Salem, Oregon.

I am just past 83 years old. [ have been in this home in
the Senior Estates for over 18 years. I have many happy
memories of life on the Wyoming homestead and had
many wonderful and true friends there, for which I am so

thankful. Fern Barger

Barnes, Ross and Phoebe Family

Herbert Erwin and Matilda Maria Spencer Barnes
came to Wyoming from Sibley, Iowa in 1908 to homestead
south of Lusk, Wyoming. The youngest son, Ross Ellis,
who had been born in Iowa on Feb. 10, 1895, found work
herding buck sheep for the Elliot Sheep Ranch that year.
The following year, he started riding the ‘‘rough string”’
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on the roundup for Tom Bell. Besides breaking horses, he
acted as a representative for the Bell outfit at roundups
held by other cattlemen in the vicinity.

Ross’ older brother, Fred, along with their mother,
Matilda, and their sisters had taken homesteads on
20-Mile Creek. When Ross and his younger brother, Em-
mert, were old enough, they took homesteads on Walker
Creek. The three brothers worked together improving
their claims, though Fred and Ross did not always get
along well with one another. Once, while the brothers
were building Ross’ homestead shack, they all went to the
timber to cut a load of logs. At the end of a long, hard day,
as they were returning home, Fred and Ross commenced
to argue about which of them would climb down off the
load and open a gate in a line fence which was built across
their road. Upon arriving at the gate, both Ross and Fred
got off the wagon and began to fight. Emmert, the third
brother, watched them for a while, climbed down, opened
the gate and proceeded to go on home. Finally, Fred and
Ross decided that they had had enough, only to realize
that their brother had deserted them. They were obliged
to walk home. When they arrived, they both piled on the
luckless Emmert for having left them afoot.

When World War I began, Ross and his brother,
Fred, enlisted in the army. Ross was stationed at Ft.
Lewis, Washington, where he acted as a horse orderly for
the officers, as well as breaking horses to be used by the
Cavalry. Fred was sent overseas, serving in France with
the Infantry.

The influenza epidemic of 1918 claimed the lives of
the younger brother, Emmert, his sister Mary’s husband
and their baby son. Ross’ parents were unable to tend
their home place near Lusk, and in addition, look after
the homesteads of the other members of the family on
Walker and 20-Mile Creek, so Ross was given an
honorable discharge from the military and allowed to
return home to help his family with the work.

Ross, while riding after some estrayed horses in the
fall of 1920, met Phoebe Shrader, whose family lived on
the Dry Creek Flats. Phoebe Hazel Shrader had been
born in Humbolt County, Nebraska on Nov. 19, 1899. She
lost her mother when she was but eight years old. Her
baby brother, Paul, was only 6 months old. It fell to
Phoebe to care for the baby as well as to cook for her
father, and older brothers. She was obliged to stand on a
stool in order to knead her bread or to cook at the kitchen
range.

Phoebe finished her common school education in
Nebraska, and attended one year of Normal Training
before coming to Wyoming with the family in 1918. Her
father, Nathanial Sanders Shrader, brought his
motherless family to the Dry Creek Flats where he had
taken up a homestead. Nathanial decided that his first
task must be the construction of a barn to house his
livestock against the winter storms which would soon be
upon them, since it was late fall at the time they arrived.
The family dwelling could be constructed later. As a
result, Phoebe and two of her brothers were very serious-
ly ill. They caught the measels, and the illness was inten-
sified due to the fact that they had no adequate shelter.

On April 10, 1921, Phoebe and Ross were married in
Casper, Wyoming. Phoebe’s brother, Lafe, and his
sweetheart, Rhua, were married at the same time, the

two couples having a double wedding. It is of interest to
note that only one child was born to each couple, and in
each case, the child was a daughter.

Besides his duties on the homestead, Ross worked as
a ranch foreman for various outfits. At the time of the
birth of his daughter, Irene, on Feb. 25, 1926, Ross was
employed by the John T. Williams Sheep Company,
whose land joined that of the Barnes’ on the west.

The winter of 1926 was very severe, with much snow
and cold. When it was time for Phoebe to give birth to her
baby, she was taken to Douglas by Mike Williams in a
Model T. Ford. The maternity home in Douglas was
located in a section house between the railroad tracks.
Ross loved to tease Irene about being born ‘‘on the wrong
side of the tracks’’. The section house has been long since
moved to another part of Douglas, where it is used as a
family dwelling.

Phoebe accidentally broke her arm when Irene was
about 6 months old. Phoebe was on her way, horseback,
to attend a dance at the time. The horse hit a fence, and in
the course of events, Phoebe was left with the injury. For
several weeks she was unable to pin a diaper on her in-
fant daughter, so the task fell to two young men, Bill Nut-
tall and Clyde Strand, who were working for the Barnes
at the time. They assumed the duties of baby-tender and
nursemaid until Phoebe was once again able to manage.

Ross Barnes followed the rodeo circuit as well as car-
ing for his own place and working for other established
ranchers. It was said of him that he could ride anything
with four feet and covered with hair. Ross also clowned at

several State Fair rodeos in Douglas in the late '20’s and

early ’30’s. His act included a small Shetland pony named
Jerry, and a Spitz dog Phoebe, who accompanied Ross to
these performances, rode in horse races, as did her
sister, Dorothy.

Ross, determined to build up a ranch of some size,
would work at any job to make a dollar or two. Many of
the other homesteaders were starving out and giving up
their land. Some of it brought as much as $2.00 per acre,
while other tracts brought as little as 50¢. Ross, by hard
work and frugal management, was able to buy out seven
different homesteaders, and later on he was able to buy
part of a larger ranch which was called the Kitchen Cat-
tle Company. With this land, Ross also got part of the
mineral rights.

It was the duty of Phoebe and her young daughter to
care for the home place while Ross was working away
from home. Besides looking after the range cattle,
Phoebe and Irene milked cows and fed bum lambs which
Irene herded during the day to protect them from the
threat of coyotes.

During the depression and drought of the 1930’s, the
Barnes were obliged to sell their cattle and sheep to the
government, as did so many others who were engaged in
the agricultural business. A price of $2.00 per head was
paid for the sheep, while the cattle brought from $5.00 to
$7.00 per head. The ultimate heartbreak came, however,
when the agents of the Government took the stock over
the hill and shot them. The Barnes were among the
relatively few small operators who managed to hold on to
their land in spite of the severe financial loss.

For most children reared in rural Wyoming at that
time, education was very costly and placed a heavy

—49—



burden upon parents who were trying to ‘‘make ends
meet”. In addition, the small children had to travel
several miles each day to attend school, either by foot or
by horseback.

For the Barnes’ daughter, Irene, school began when
she reached the age of five years. She rode horseback
some 21% miles to her first school, making the trip on a
one-eyed mare. The mare, part Shetland and part Indian
pony, raised a colt annually. The foal was left at home
when Irene set off to school. It took all the physical
strength which the girl possessed to ‘‘persuade’’ the mare
to leave her foal for the morning trip, but in the evening
the distance was covered in record time. Enroute to the
school, Irene had to pass through two fences. In order to
make it easier for his daughter, Ross built wooden gates
in these fences and placed a wooden mounting block on
either side of the fence.

Mable Townsend taught the first school which Irene
attended. There was an enrollment of nine children.
However, all nine of the students were obliged to repeat
this year of schooling since Mabel Townsend married a
Government trapper and left — her term was un-
completed.

During her second year, Irene ‘“‘boarded’ with the
Zip Thompson family. The schoolhouse, made of sod, was
located about a mile distant, and Irene could walk to
school. Esther Whitman taught that year.

The following two and a half years, Irene lived at her
own home, riding her one-eyed pony a distance of five
miles to school. It was on a cold, wintery day just before
Christmas in 1935 that the child came near to disaster.
She had made the trip to school, arriving half-frozen, only
to find that the teacher had not come. She climbed back
on her pony and returned to her home. Upon arriving
there, she was so bitterly cold she could not get off her
horse. She had frozen her face, hands and feet very badly.
Had it not been for her trusty mare, she probably would
not have gotten home at all.

This incident convinced Ross and Phoebe that other
arrangements would have to be made for their daughter,
and therefore Irene was sent to Lusk to stay with her
widowed Aunt Mary. She delivered the Denver Post and
did other jobs to earn her keep.

To complete the sixth and seventh grades, Irene lived
once more at home and rode 2'4 miles to a bus line which
ran to the Walker Creek School. Phoebe moved to
Douglas when Irene entered the eighth grade. Her
teachers were Ruth Numerich and Clora Owens.

Irene boarded and roomed at the L. D. Wallis home
when she started to high school. She saw the Wallis’
oldest son, Robert, only occasionally, since he was
employed by the William E. Taylor Ranch, and seldom at
home. The following year, however, Bob and Irene began
dating. Then Bob enlisted in the Signal Corps of the Air
Force and was shipped out to England in the early spring
of 1944. It was on a practice range in England that Bob
lost the sight in his right eye. He was struck by a shotgun
pellet. The eye became infected and later had to be
removed. He feels that he lost his eye to save his life,
however, for the crew members of the B-24 to which he
had previously been assigned failed to return to England.
Bob and Irene were married in September of 1944.

Ross Barnes died at his ranch home on Walker

Creek, where he had spent so many years of his life work-
ing to build a flourishing cattle ranch. He passed away in
April of 1964 two months less than four years before his
wife, Phoebe died. She lived her last years in the nursing
home in Douglas. Both Ross and Phoebe are buried in the
Douglas Cemetery.

Ross’ place on Walker Creek is now operated by his
eldest grandson, Richard, who continues to raise black
Angus cattle as did his parents before him.

Irene Wallis

Barrow, Merris €. and Minnie

Merris C. Barrow was born at Canton, Bradford
County, Pennsylvania, on October 4, 1860, the son of Rev.
Robert C. and Helen Harding Barrow. Robert was born in
New York and was educated for the ministerial life. He
entered the ministry of the Christian Church in Pennsyl-
vania and was also married there. Later the family
moved to Missouri and then to Nebraska.

Merris received his education in Nebraska .and
learned the printer’s trade at Tecumseh, Nebraska. He
leased the ‘‘Tecumseh Chieftain” for two years.

He married Minnie F. Combs, daughter of Ellsworth
B. Combs, on March 1, 1877. They had three children:
Elizabeth, Helen and Merris C. Jr.

In 1878 he received an appointment of U. S. Postal
Clerk in Omaha. He was then transferred to Wyoming
with headquarters in Laramie. In 1879 he became the city
editor for the Laramie “Daily Times’ and was later
associated with the ‘“Laramie Boomerang.” In 1884 he
left Laramie to go to Rawlins to work for the “Wyoming
Tribune.” Upon hearing that a new railway was being
built through central Wyoming, and Fort Fetterman in
particular, he decided to move his family to the
abandoned fort in 1886.

Upon arriving in Fort Fetterman he started publish-
ing a newspaper and called it ‘‘Bill Barlow’s Budget.”
Merris had earlier taken up the pen name ‘‘Bill Barlow.”’

On September 15, 1886 he moved his family and
newspaper to the new town of Douglas which had been
started by the Pioneer Townsite Co.

Minnie took an active part in the publishing of the
paper as well as running a stationery store adjacent to
the Budget office on South Third Street.

Merris was active in local politics serving as the first
clerk of the town of Douglas and in 1890 as its mayor. In
July 1889 Barrow was selected as a member of the Consti-
tutional Convention for the new state of Wyoming.

Barrow also published the ‘‘Sagebrush Philosophy.”
He did most of the writing for it at his new house west of
Douglas. It was located northeast of Forrest West’s
buildings. A fire destroyed it later.

Mr. Barrow died on October 9, 1910. His funeral was
one of the biggest in Douglas. Douglas school children,
dismissed from classes, marched as part of the funeral
procession from Unity Temple to the cemetery.

Minnie lived until 1944 when she died on October 24 in

Thermopolis.
John R. Pexton






Henry had always been a farmer. He raised oats,
wheat, rye, barley and potatoes which he sold and traded
for things they needed. He also raised horses and cattle.
There being no cars at this time, they would take their
produce by team and wagon to Glenrock or Douglas and
bring back groceries, such as large quantities of flour,
sugar, beans and ‘“‘Arbuckles’’ brand green coffee beans,
which they roasted and ground. They also got lugs of
fruit, such as apples and oranges, that they could keep for
some time in the cellar. These trips would take two to
three days.

Leonard and Tracy attended a school that was
located between what is now the Fred Grant and Lester
Grant ranches. Students at this time were children of the
Robbins, Smith, Carlson, Johnson and Lingreen families.
School was held at the time of year when the children
were not needed to help with the ranch work. Later on the
Bartshes owned this land and lived in the old school
house. This was after a log school house was erected,
more centrally located, east of the Charles Grant home,
where the Fred Grant Hall now stands. At this time the
school age children attending with the Bartshes were the
Sullivans, Whites and Olins.

In 1898 Henry and Grace bought the ‘“Hank Root”
place, now the Leonard Bartshe ranch, from Charles
Smith. Henry filed for an additional homestead adjoining
this land. He built more rooms on the house and a number
of out buildings. Their youngest son, Hugh Batcheolar,
was born at this ranch on January 14, 1905.

Leonard and Tracy stayed on the home place attend-
ing school after morning chores and before evening
chores. They had to walk several miles to and from
school. At this time they cut native hay to feed their stock
during the bad winters and spent their spare time break-
ing horses to ride and for teams, some of which they
would trade or sell to neighbors.

In 1902, Leonard, 17, and Tracy, 15, borrowed money
to purchase the Steve Smith place from their uncle,
Elmer Wood, now the Tracy Bartshe ranch. They ran this
place in partnership for nearly 20 years. Leonard worked
for Willard “Cap’ White during the busy season to help
earn money to pay their loan to George Lambe who
ranched on LaPrele Creek. He also worked for Elias
Hiser running the engine for the sawmill they purchased
from Marshalls in 1912. The boys also worked for Davie
Smyth, herding sheep and other work in between their
own chores. When they each became 21 they filed on
homesteads, adjoining their folks’ place and each others.

During this time, Leonard, Tracy and their friends,
the Robbins, Smiths, Hiser boys, Frank Philbrick and Ed
Virden would ride horseback to Beaver School in the
LaPrele Creek Community to attend the dances, pie sup-
pers, picnics, ete. a distance from 12 to 14 miles for most
of them, getting back home just in time to start their
chores and go to work with no sleep until the next night.
Tracy related that one evening they rode over in deep
snow only to find that the dance was cancelled and had to
turn around and ride back home.

There being few fences in those days, all cattle
ranged together in the summer time, from Boxelder,
Spring Canyon and east of LaPrele. In the fall there
would be a large roundup that lasted several days. They
would cut out their own stock and head them back to their

ranch to winter or sell them.

In the early summer of 1918 Tracy went to serve in
World War 1. He, along with several local boys, were
assigned to the Cavalry unit and served in France.

Later that year, on October 30, 1918, Leonard
married Grace Leman, daughter of Dennis and Bessie
Leman, from the LaPrele community. They lived on
Leonard and Tracy’s place until 1920 when they bought
the Hank Root place from Leonard’s parents. After they
moved here they soon installed a galvanized tank in the
ceiling above the kitchen. Water was pumped into it with
a gasoline engine, heated by a waterfront in the wood and
coal cooking range and stored in a hot water tank. There-
fore, the house had a complete bathroom and kitchen
with hot and cold running water. For a number of years
this was the only place in the community with these con-
veniences. Here Leonard and Grace raised their four
children: Ruth Arlene (Warnock), Elizabeth ‘‘Bette”
Jean (Olsen), Leonard Leman, deceased 1978 and James
Hugh. They resided here until October 1970 when they
moved to Douglas and bought a home. Leonard passed
away May 8, 1974 at the age of 88. Grace still resides in
the family home in Douglas keeping busy with her
garden, lawn and flowers.

After Tracy returned from the service he married
Ella Sullivan, daughter of William and Nora Sullivan,
from the LaPrele community on June 22, 1921. They lived
on the partnership place. Later the boys divided their
places and this became Tracy and Ella’s ranch where
they raised two children, Robert Kenneth and Phyllis
Mary (Hardesty). Ella passed away April 20, 1959. Tracy
lived on the ranch with his son, Kenneth, until 1968 when
they bought a home in Casper where Tracy took care of
the house and yard until a few months before his death, at
96 years of age, on September 24, 1983.

Henry, Grace and their son, Hugh, moved into Glen-
rock after they sold their ranch to Leonard. Henry built a
house in Glenrock and shortly thereafter moved back to
the country residing on his homestead which he later sold
to Charles Grant. While living on the homestead he built
the local school house and helped build the new house for
his son, Tracy, replacing the house that burned to the
ground earlier that year. He also built the Fred Grant
house. In the winter time when Henry had little to do he
liked to work with wood, making furniture and a number
of items by inlaying different kinds of wood. He was also
an avid reader, wrote poetry and many children’s
mystery stories.

In 1928 Henry went to Alaska, which was a lifelong
dream, and spent several months visiting a friend. While
he was there he shot and killed a Kodiak bear. Shortly
after he returned home he became ill and passed away
November 20, 1930.

Grace and her son, Hugh, stayed in Glenrock. Hugh
finished school and became an accountant. He managed
the O. L. Walker Lumber Co. for a number of years. He
served as yeoman in the submarine service during World
War II and was in Tokyo Bay when the peace treaty was
signed on the battleship, Missouri. After completing the
service, he and his mother moved to Casper where he was
employed.

Mrs. Henry Bartshe passed away in Casper on
January 18, 1954 at the age of 88,



Hugh married Charlotte Stevenson Curry in Casper
on December 21, 1951. They later built a home at the foot
of Casper Mountain in the Garden Creek area. They both
retired and enjoyed this home for several years.
Charlotte passed away on November 15, 1976. Hugh later
sold this place and now resides in the Veterans Home of
Wyoming at Buffalo.

Leonard and Grace’s descendants are:

Ruth married Doug Cook who was killed in World
War II. They had one son, Warren. In 1953 she married
Ray Warnock. They have one son, Gregg, and one
daughter, Arlene Kay (Valdez). Ruth is a long time
employee of the Converse County Bank; Ray is a well
known locksmith:

Bette married Martin “Marty’’ Olsen. They had six
children: Jeri Lee (Philbrick), Marti Jeanne
(McNamara), James Dean, Vicki Joyce (Weiss),
DeWayne J. and Gary Joe. Marty and Bette made their
home on upper LaPrele Creek for many years on the
Sullivan Ranch. They later moved to Bette’s parent’s
place on Boxelder Creek. On February 24, 1976 Marty was
killed in a tragic accident while cleaning and working on
a gun. Bette continues to live on the home place in 1985.

Leonard L. married Louise Perry of Brownwood,
Texas. They had one daughter, Sharon (Bailey). Leonard
operated the Bartshe Appliance and Electric business for
many years until his death on December 18, 1978. Louise
is a long time employee of the Converse County Memorial
Hospital.

James H. married Vera Epperly. They have two
daughters, Debra and Rebecca. Jim is a mechanic and
operates his J. B. Repair Shop in Douglas. Vera is the
secretary for the Thunder Basin Grazing Association.

Tracy and Ella’s descendants are:

Robert Kenneth who never married and lives and
operates his parent’s ranch.

Phyllis Mary (Hardesty) married Robert Hardesty.
They have three daughters: Lauren A., Kerry L. and
Kathryn M. Bob works for the Pacific Power at the Dave
Johnston Power Plant in Glenrock. Phyllis is a ski
instructor on Casper Mountain.

Ruth Bartshe Warnock

Darth, Albert and Edna

Albert F. Barth was born on january 6, 1899 at Siiver-
creek, Nebraska, the son of John and Julia Barth, whose
parents came over to the United States from Germany.
John and Julia (Scholl) Barth were married in Decatur,
Illinois on January 14, 1858. They first settled in Illinois
and later came to Nebraska; first in Seward County for a
time and later moved to Silvercreek, Merrick County,
where Mr. Barth operated a mill.

In the late spring of 1900, the family moved to York,
Nebraska and bought a farm. This was where Albert
grew up and received his education (in the York County
schools and was confirmed on March 16, 1913 at Peace
Luthéran Church at Waco, Nebraska).

Albert ventured westward in 1919 to find work and
visit his sister Emma and brother-in-law, U. Grant
Evans, who had come to Wyoming in 1915 following their
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marriage and homesteaded in Converse County, Section
11-T.34N.-R.69W. in the Walker Creek vicinity.

Albert’s brother, Harry E. Barth, had applied for
homestead rights in 1917 on 640 acres on Section 21,
T.34N., R.69W., but after applying, he later decided he
didn’t want it and relinquished his rights to Albert who
then applied for homestead rights on February 14, 1920 on
the same 640 acres in Section 21 in Converse County in the
Walker Creek vicinity, not far from the Evans
homestead. After attaining the age of 21 years he proved
up on the homestead by fencing, building a shack and
cultivating forty acres on the south half of the section. His
only way of transportation was his saddle horse which he
rode to Douglas sometimes and to visit the other people in
the neighborhood. At one time his horse was bitten by
a rattlesnake when he was out riding near the Alfred
Edison place, and Mrs. Edison knew what to do and saved
the horse.

The homestead was filed for record on October 27,
1924 and was duly recorded by Roscoe R. Schlecty and
was given the patent and the seal of the General Land Of-
fice in Washington, D.C. on the 22nd of May 1924 by the
President of the United States, Calvin Coolidge.

Albert went to work in the oil fields at Tea Pot Dome,
among others, after having leased the homestead land to
Paul LeBar for grazing sheep. I believe that he went back
to York, Nebraska in 1926, and helped his brother on the
farm and also worked in the Meyer Music Store as a radio
technician for his sister Bertha and brother-in-law Fred
Meyer, and on April 28, 1929 after the death of U. G.
Evans as the result of an automobile accident, Albert and
his mother were called back to Douglas to be with Emma
M. Evans and attend the funeral of U. Grant Evans who
was buried in the Douglas Park Cemetery.

Emma’s mother returned to York, Nebraska but
Albert stayed there to help Emma that summer and in
the fall, I, Edna Evelyn Beattie, went to Douglas and
Albert and I were married on September 19, 1929 at the
Grace Lutheran parsonage in Casper, Wyoming.

I was born September 12, 1904 at York, Nebraska to
William and Mary Choffell Beattie.

Mrs. Emma Evans had a sale in November 1929
following her husband’s death, and moved to Boulder,
Colorado where she was superintendent of nurses for a
number of years at the community hospital, having been
an R.N. since graduation from nurses training school in
1909 at Sioux City, Iowa.

After that, she returned to York, Nebraska and was
head nurse at York General Hospital for several years
until her retirement. She passed away on October 15, 1964
and is buried in the Greenwood Cemetery at York,
Nebraska.

After our marriage we continued living on Mrs.
Evans’ place which we rented and made that our home
for the next 21 years and taking back the homestead land
for grazing cattle.

We became parents of a daughter, Mary Yvonne
Barth, born October 25, 1934, and a son, Harold Albert
Barth, born May 19, 1936. Another daughter Juliann was
stillborn on September 23, 1937 and she is buried in the
Douglas Park Cemetery near where Mr. Evans is buried.

Harold and Mary attended Walker Creek School.
After Mary graduated from eighth grade she was a



freshman in Douglas High School. Harold attended
Walker Creek School through seventh grade in 1950.

We sold the land in Wyoming in 1950 and left Wyom-
ing because of my ill health and moved back to York,
Nebraska and bought land near Grafton, Nebraska.

Mary and Harold continued going to school and at-
tained their education through Nebraska schools. After
college, Mary worked as a secretary in Lincoln,
Nebraska before she married Charles R. Hickstein on
July 12, 1958. They lived in Camarillo, California and
have two sons, David and Charles, Jr., and a daughter
Deborah. Charles R. Hickstein is a metalsmith at Point
Magu, California.

Harold married Evangaline (Vangie) Duer of
Staplehurst, Nebraska on December 3, 1960. They have
two daughters, Deann M. Barth, born March 13, 1964 and
Denise R. Barth, born August 3, 1966. A daughter Teresa
was born on October 18 and passed away October 19, 1962.

In 1965 Albert and I moved to York, Nebraska, having
bought a house here where I still live. Harold continued
farming after Albert retired, since they had been
associated in farming together; and Harold and his fami-
ly are still living on the farm and also renting more land
to farm.

Albert F'. Barth passed away on October 10, 1975 at
the age of 76, 10 months and 4 days, and is buried in York,
Greenwood Cemetery.

Now in 1984 I can look back to those twenty one years
that we lived on the homestead. They were happy years
although quite different to get used to for me. No modern
facilities in the house and we had to use kerosene lamps
and lanterns. Cleaning those lamp chimneys was an
every day chore that I didn’t enjoy. Then we got a
gasoline lamp. We had to carry water in from the well
that was pumped from the well with a gasoline engine.
Before, we had a windmill built to pump water to fill
three water tanks for the cattle and horses.

The 1930’s were really awful with all the wind blowing
dirt and sand and it was hot and dry and the crops were
poor. Albert farmed the ground with four horses on
horse drawn machinery. He didn’t buy a tractor. He
planted corn and wheat, raised alfalfa and also stacked
prairie hay, which was hard work. He hauled wood from
the timber to burn in our cook stove and heater, and made
many trips to a north coal mine fifty miles or less from
home with a pickup truck. Sometimes he hired Dickau’s
to haul the coal in a large truck. We were always warm
and comfortable during the winter. We always raised
chickens and turkeys to sell and to eat; we always had
chickens and eggs to sell.

We raised good gardens by irrigating from the tanks.
The vegetables tasted so good in the altitude and I canned
lots of vegetables for our winter use. Albert milked cows
so we always had milk and cream to use and cream to
sell.

The January 1949 blizzard was real bad and we had
hay dropped from a plane over the pasture that was
delivered from Casper, Wyoming. The bales broke and
scattered the hay.

Ithink that I could write a book about the experiences
we had. We attended church and Sunday school in the
school houses.

I will end by saying that Albert loved that country

and regretted leaving out there, and probably would not
have left if my health had not forced us to leave. We left
many good friends out there and not many are left, I'm
sorry to say.

Edna Evelyn Barth

Beach, Lloyd and Ellen Ica

Lloyd O. Beach was born in Moulton, Iowa in 1838. On
February 26, 1908 he married Ellen Ica King in Udell,
Towa. It was shortly after their marriage that Lloyd went
to Wyoming in search of work. The job he got was work-
ing for Bill Hamilton at the Green Valley Ranch near
Douglas. He was hired as a handy man around the ranch.
However, he laughed about that in later years, because
he was the real greenhorn of the outfit. He was supposed
to be helping on the ranch, but he didn’t know anything
about ranch life in Wyoming. He was told to go bed the
sheep down one night and he wasn’t to sure how to do this.
He decided finally that he had to go get some straw and
scatter it out for the bedding, then get the sheep to lie
down. Needless to say, it didn’t take the other ranch
hands very long to realize that they had a live one on as
helper. They sure had a lot of fun with him. They would
set him up and get a laugh when he would do something
silly.

With this job, he felt he could send for Ellen (known
more commonly around Douglas as Ica) to join him. So
she joined him in Wyoming. He was still having a hard
time on the ranch and wanted to keep his job. He knew
Ica was a good cook, so he got her a job at Green Valley
Ranch as a cook. They both worked there but decided that
it was time to get a place of their own. Lloyd and Ica took
up a homestead located southeast of the Green Valley
Ranch. They put up a homestead shack, and made a
dugout in the bank for their barn. They lived on this
homestead to prove it up and also worked at the Green
Valley Ranch until about 1912.

Then both of them went back to Centerville, Iowa, Ica
Beach’s home, where Afton M. Beach was born in 1912.
As soon as he could Lloyd returned to the homestead in
Wyoming. Six months later Ica and Afton climbed aboard
the Burlington train and headed for Douglas. Lloyd met
them at the station in Douglas with a team and wagon to
take them home.

When Ica returned to the Douglas area she spent
some time cooking again, this time for the crew that was
working on the LaPrele Dam that was now under con-
struction.

By 1914, Lloyd was in partnership with Adam
Schmeidlein on a place west of Douglas, 7 or 8 miles. By
this time Lloyd knew a little more about ranching, and he
began to collect some sheep and cattle. Adam
Schmeidlein was a bachelor. He was from Germany. He
spoke German fluently, and English poorly. He and Lloyd
worked together there for about a year or maybe a little
longer, then they sold that place to Tom Pexton. Kenneth
Beach was born on this place in 1916.

When it came time to move from the Pexton place,
Ica got very upset and mad over the situation. It would
appear that the communication about when to move
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absence. Leon took his dog with him when he went away
to work for others, so he trained a cat to act as a guard for
his chickens. Everyone knew that until Leon’s return, the
cat would not allow anyone or anything in the chicken
coop. Many persons brought their dogs along with them,
and if the dog was polite, the cat would tolerate him; if
not, the dog would suddenly develop a love of sleeping
out, never approaching the buildings.

Leon had one cat who would give him a grand wel-
come when he returned home. After greeting him, the cat
would disappear only to return with the largest trout she
could drag, placing the fish at his feet.

Leon fashioned a hole in the wall of his cabin to serve
as a door for his cat so she could come and go as she
pleased. He covered the opening with a sack. When some-
one came while Leon was absent, the cat left the cabin to
return only when the visitors had gone. One night at
suppertime, a roving wolf decided to try to enter the
cabin through the cat’s door. The wolf thrust its snout in-
side to sniff but the cat disapproved. One jump and she
had her feet braced on either side of the opening, her
teeth buried in the nose of the wolf. The snarling and spit-
ting which ensued were deafening! Finally, the wolf pul-
led loose and lit for the timber, wailing its loss of a cat-
sized bite of nose.

After Leon had built a second room on his cabin,
another incident occurred. The cat habitually slept on the
foot of Leon’s bed. This particular night, she must have
been unusually sound asleep, for it was the only time
Leon could remember when something got into the cabin
without the cat being aware of it.

The cat bolted off the foot of Leon’s bed and into the
kitchen. The intruder was a skunk which the cat killed
where she found it - under the stove. Luckily the weather
was warm, for cat and man were obliged to live outside
for a few weeks!

The first telephone line in the LaPrele community
left much to be desired. As with other rural phones, it had
the usual persons who listened in and gossiped. If too
many receivers were taken down at once, the phone was
rendered useless. There were several families who spoke
fluent French. They would converse with one another,
and the non French speaking persons could not under-
stand the conversations, much to their chagrin. This was
called the “‘French Line.” Though Leon did not have a
phone himself, he had a French speaking friend who did.
Other members of the French Line were unaware that
Leon’s friend spoke French, and when their secrets about
him kept getting back to him, they grew suspicious of
each other. Thus, the French Line lost its popularity.

During World War I, Leon hired a fellow to look after
his ranch. He joined the infantry. Since he spoke fluent
French, he was assigned to the police section as inter-
preter. During the war, he had the misfortune to be gas-
sed, a disahility from which he would suffer the remainder
of his life.

After the war, Leon returned to his mountain ranch.
He made improvements in his cabin, and built more out-
buildings. For a few years, Leon used his horses to haul
mail, trying to establish a route into the mountains. He
was not compensated for his efforts. The route was final-
ly established, extending from the Beaver School to the
Beaulieu Lane. Folks from the Downey Park area and

from Cold Springs came to the Beaulieu Lane to pick up
their mail. Leon built an 8 X 8§ food shed with a stove in it
for the convenience of the patrons and the mail carriers.
Most of the mail carriers were conscientious, walking or
riding the last few miles when the winter was bad. Among
these carriers was Myrt Miles, one of the best carriers,
and one who held the position for the greatest number of
years.

In the beginning, there were many families living in
the hills, but their numbers dwindled, especially during
the winter time. Finally, Joe Williams and the Beaulieu
family were the only persons who stayed during the
winter months. Eventually, even Joe Williams left. The
Beaulieus felt that the mountain temperatures were more
constant than those of the lowlands, there being less fluc-
tuation. The altitude at the Beaulieu ranch was over
7,500'. The winters were noticeably warmer, the sum-
mers cooler.

Leon Beaulieu married Gata Angela McCarthy on
May 13, 1931 in Casper, Wyoming. Gata was born in
Gibbon, Nebraska in 1898, daughter of Daniel Benedict
McCarthy and Gata Mary German McCarthy. She was
the third in a family of seven children. She received her
education in Nebraska, coming to Wyoming to teach
school in the Lightning Creek School. Her younger sister,
Anastasia, ‘‘Stasia,” had been teaching but was obliged
to resign, thus Gata was hired to finish her sister’s term.
She made the trip to Wyoming from Thedford, Nebraska
in her new Model T roadster. Having come from the
Nebraska sandhills, Gata was unprepared for the rocky
roads which she encountered on the trip. Though she
carried three spare tires, she barely made it into Lusk,
Wyoming. She had used practically all her traveling
money for tire repair and gas. Arriving there, she found
all the filling stations closed, so she continued her
journey, hoping that the next small town might provide
her with badly needed gasoline. Fortunately, she was
able to buy two quarts of gas at a station a short distance
from Lusk. She arrived in Douglas, only to run out of gas
as she drove up to a filling station owned and operated by
Earl Copenhaver, in addition to which she had another
tire going flat. He was kind and helpful to Gata, insisting
that she must have four new tires on her vehicle. Since
she only had 10¢ left, Gata was reluctant to agree, but Mr.
Copenhaver said she could repay him at her convenience.

Gata looked up Maude Dawes who validated her
teaching permit for the State of Wyoming. Maude gave
Gata $2.00 to tide her over. Gata proceeded to her school,
and finished Stasia’s term, after which she contracted to
teach the Hanlin school for the next term at a wage of
$90.00 per month. However, a member of the school hoard
hired his own daughter to teach the Hanlin school and
Gata was jobless. She found that the teaching position at
the Cold Springs school was vacant, and was able to gain
that position. She had only one pupil, Earling Dawes, son
of Pete and Jean Dawes.

Gata eventually took a stone and timber claim in the
Cold Springs vicinity. The Cold Spring was on the north-
west corner of her land. The regulations governing
claims during those years were as follows: When a claim
was filed under the Homestead Act, it could be for as
much as 640 acres, 320 acres, or as little as 160 acres. The
government retained the minerals on the two larger



amounts of land, but on 160 acres the mineral went with
the land. A homesteader had a choice of three or five
years to prove up. On a five year basis, one had to live on
the claim five months out of the year, but on a three year
agreement, one must live on the land seven months out of
the year. In addition, a person was required to make a
certain number of dollar’s worth of improvements in the
form of cabin, corral, fences, etc. A desert claim could be
any number of acres up to 160; a stone and timber claim,
40 acres. Both of these claims could be had with the
minerals, but one was required to pay $1.75 per acre in
lieu of having to prove up on it. Each adult citizen was
allowed one homestead. However, due to a flaw in the
law, one could sell his relinquishment before completing
proving up, file on another homestead, sell it before prov-
ing up, and so on. As long as one did not complete the re-
quirements for proving up, one could file again and
again.

Gata was introduced to Leon Beaulieu by the Dawes
family in the late 1920’s. After their marriage, a group of
the local ladies told Gata, ‘“We don’t know as we will like
you! Now we won’t get all of the nice vegetable from
Leon’s garden.”

About 1931, Leon started running 1,500 head of sheep.
Except for 35 head of registered ewes, he sold the sheep in
1941.

Leon enjoyed prospecting and mining. He worked in
most of the neighborhood mines. He was able to keep a
precise and complete log of each mine in his head. None
of the mines were worked for a long period of time.
Mismanagement, liquor or a combination of both lead to
most of the failures of the mines. The equipment was
usually divided among the laborers when the mines
failed. Most workers also owned shares. Pete Dawes and
John Bansept prospected with Leon at times.

Leon’s favorite mine was the Copper King on Crazy
Horse. The shaft was approximately 25' deep with step-
stones on one side. Leon had found the old hole before he
homesteaded. Part of the expenses of the Copper King
were paid for by “float or drift balls” of practically pure
silver which they found during mining. Most were the size
of marbles, some were as large as your fist, and one very
large or about the size of a man’s head was found. It was
displayed for a while in a Douglas store window, from
which it mysteriously disappeared. Leon felt that the
potential of the Copper King was never realized.

Leon’s many aged French or French-Indian friends
supplied him with much information of the Indians in the
area. The creek upon which Leon settled was named
Crazy Horse and the story of its namesake is fascinating.
There is some controversy as to whether it was named for
Whiteman Crazy Horse or for Crazy Horse George. Leon
believed that it was Whiteman Crazy Horse. He lived with
the Indians who gave him his name. He must have been
Caucasian, or half-breed, for the Indians to call him
Whiteman. They claimed that Whiteman Crazy Horse
would catch a silvertip (grizzly) bear, collect an Indian
audience and wrestle the bear to the finish. Indians
feared the silvertip and avoided any contact with it. The
Indians said that “The cripple had to be like a locoed
horse to do such a thing.”’ It is not clear how Crazy Horse
was crippled. Indians might refer to any physical or men-
tal impairment as ‘“‘being crippled.” One account told of

Crazy Horse being shunned by the tribes and expelled
from their camp when Crazy Horse took his own daughter
as a wife.

He then must have lived on the creek for a long time,
since he built one cabin and then much later, another.
Both were built the same and the location of each was
identical to the other. Each was centered in a large
willow patch, made of logs and about 10’ X 10’ X 4' high,
having a flat roof of logs. The east side had an opening
that one could crawl through. The other walls had only a
rifle port closed by a wooden plug. Apparently he used a
central fire since there was a vent hole in the roof. The
shelter was not visible above the willows, being only 4'
high, but movement within it certainly must have been
curtailed. About 1940, the roof of the second cabin had
caved in, but the sides were still solid. Later on, the struc-
ture was engulfed in the backwater of a dam which the
beavers built.

Intrigued by the tales he heard, Leon was determined
to find War Bonnet swamp. Legend had it that the name
evolved from an incident which occurred there. It seems
that two tribes were embroiled in a long and devastating
battle east of the peak. In desperation, a great chief of the
tribe which was losing the fight, donned a war bonnet
believed to have strong medicine, and charged the
enemy. The medicine failed to save the chief. His war-
riors recovered his body and head gear, keeping the good
medicine. It was obvious that if any of the warriors were
to survive, they would have to sneak away through the
timber one at a time. It would be impossible for them to
carry their dead chief through the timber, so they de-
cided to place him and his war bonnet in a swamp which
lay at the foot of the peak. It was so boggy that anything
which happened to get in it sank quickly out of sight. Hav-
ing disposed of their chief in this manner, the remaining
warriors escaped, and the peak was named Medicine
War Bonnet. Years later, Leon was convinced that he had
found the swamp, which during the years had dried up, so
that he could never be absolutely certain.

This area was the Indian’s Medicine Rivers. Two of
the creeks are the River of the Medicine Bow Willow and
the River of Medicine Grass. Before the original French
name was shortened to LaPrele, it was interpreted as
‘joint grass’’ which is a medicinal herh. Leon considered
Moss Agate to be an Indian Medicine mountain and that
Chimney Rock was used to carry medicine smoke to the
heavens. When Leon first saw Chimney Rock, it was a
perfect chimney, accessible through a small hole in one
side. Inside, it was blackened by the smoke of many fires.

Leon’s large garden was his joy. After a hard day’s
work, he would tend his garden for relaxation-sometimes
by moonlight. He raised all sorts of vegetables, but
always had a row of pansies about 2' X 30' on one side of
the garden. They self-seeded and were covered with
blossoms during the summertime. He also raised roses in
half barrels in the house, resting them during the sum-
mer and bringing them to bloom in the winter.

Leon never ceased to marvel at the advancements
made during his lifetime, but not all progress is a
pleasure. He often spoke so admiringly of the square-
riggers, three masters and schooners that one knew he
had given up a dream of being a sailor. He told of the two
whaling trips he went on when he was very young. It was
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were selected in the Walker Creek area near Piney
Creek.

Charles, William and Irette came shortly thereafter
and also homesteaded in the same area with all six home-
steads being on adjacent sections in Township 35, Range
68.

At first the six men lived together in the cabin they
had built on Bill’s homestead until they could build the
other five cabins. The cabins were made of logs from the
nearby timber. They helped each other and jointly pur-
chased needed supplies and equipment.

In 1920 Charles returned to Tekamah where he
married Helen Lester on August 14. He brought his bride
back to the homestead where they resided until it was
proved up. Charles and Helen moved back to Tekamah in
the fall of 1921. The homestead was sold to his father,
George, in April 1922.

Irette moved to California in 1924. He married Eileen
Sullivan in the late 1920s. They presently live in Glendale,
but Irette still owns his homestead.

Ernest married Frances C. Keller in Douglas on
April 25, 1924. Frances was the daughter of James A. and
Anna Keller of Council Bluffs, Iowa where she was born
May 3, 1893. Frances attended school in Council Bluffs
and took courses at Bellvue College in Nebraska and at
Colorado Teacher’s College in Greeley. She had taught
school in Iowa before coming to Wyoming with her sister,
Helen, to homestead, Frances was teaching at the
Whiting School at the time of their marriage.

George, the father, came out and bought the Peter
Lewandowski homestead in October 1924. He remained
but a short time and returned to Nebraska.

William married Lucille Anderson, daughter of
Charles and Charlotte Anderson, on November 6, 1924.
Their first child, Kenneth was born on September 13,
1925,

Ernest, Raymond and Bill bought a threshing
machine and every fall they would thresh grain for them-
selves and for the neighbors. Most of the grain grown was
wheat and oats and some barley. Usually the threshing
was done on a share basis with payment being made in
grain.

Their younger brother, Richard, also came out for a
short time. He helped during harvest time by driving the
threshing machine engine. While here he courted and
married Flora McCartney, daughter of G. H. and Lulu
McCartney, on October 10, 1925. They returned to
Tekamah to farm one of the Beaver places.

When the Converse County Farm Bureau was orga-
nized in 1926, Ernest was elected vice president. He was
also instrumental in starting the Douglas Co-Op and was
its first president and manager. Frances was also
employed by the co-op as bookkeeper. Ernest and
Frances left Douglas in the late 1930s. He sold his home-
stead in November 1941 to Tom Robinson, Sr. Ernest was
employed in Laramie and Casper prior to buying a store
and locker plant in Banner, Wyoming with his brother
and sister-in-law, Johnny and Dorothy Beaver. When the
store was sold, Ernest was employed by the Bureau of
Indian Affairs on the Flathead Indian Reservation in
Dixon, Montana until his retirement in the late 1950s. At
that time they returned to Douglas where Ernest worked
as secretary for the Douglas Chamber of Commerce.

Ernest then retired for a second time and he and Frances
moved to McAllen, Texas where Frances died June 19,
1983 and Ernest on March 8, 1985.

Ernest was known for his dry sense of humor. He
could tell the funniest story so seriously and never crack
a smile. The listener(s) would be in stitches.

Bill and Lucille moved to Omaha, Nebraska about
1927. There two daughters were born: Merna on January
20, 1929 and Mildred on September 13, 1931. They returned
to Douglas about 1933 and Elizabeth ‘“‘Beth” was born
January 13, 1935. Bill sold his homestead to Walt Dickau
in April 1946. He worked at various jobs in Douglas until
he retired from the Converse County Memorial Hospital.
He died on May 9, 1983. Lucille still resides in Douglas.

Their son, Kenneth, served in Europe during World
War II. He later earned a degree as a petroleum engineer
and went to work for Amoco Oil Company in Midwest.
There he met Janice Mahler whom he married on July 22,
1954. They moved to Denver in 1965 and in 1973 Amoco
transferred him to Egypt and later to Iran. They returned
to Houston, Texas before he was assigned to London.
Kenneth retired in 1984. He and Janice have two children,
a boy and a girl.

Merna married Wayne Blackman in September 1948.
(He was born April 24, 1927 in Douglas, the son of James
A. and Pearle Blackman; he died near Gillette on
December 5, 1965.) They had three sons and a daughter.
In 1967 Merna married Barney McKillip and now resides
in Batesville, Arkansas. Mildred married Earl Shatto, Jr.
in November 1950. Beth married Stanley Lundberg on
April 9, 1955.

Raymond married Juanita Hageman, daughter of
Henry and Freda Hageman, on December 22, 1926.
Juanita taught school before she was married, first at the
Flattop School and then at the Willow Creek School where
she taught Helen and Harold Hublein, Lois Anderson and
Edith Thatcher. After her marriage she taught at the
Willow Creek School again.

The couple set up housekeeping in Raymond’s one
room homestead cabin which was divided with a curtain
to provide a bedroom. Three children were born to them:
George Raymond, Jr. on November 22, 1929, Donald Roy
on March 21, 1933 and Ramona Elaine on January 5, 1937.

With the increase in family, an additional room was
built onto the cabin and a cellar was dug underneath.

Raymond expanded his farm and ranch operation
with the purchase from his father, George, in June 1950 of
the Lewandowski and Charles Beaver homesteads. He
also purchased the Roy Wampler and Jewett lands.

George Beaver died in Tekamah on Thanksgiving
Day 1951.

Raymond and Juanita lived on the homestead until
1960 when they moved to Glenrock to live in an apartment
owned by their son, George. Raymond died in Blair,
Nebraska on October 13, 1961 while he and Juanita were
visiting his brothers. Juanita presently lives in Irwin
Towers in Douglas.

Catherine Larkin Pexton



Denham, George E. and Lottie V.

George Ephriam Benham was born in Cedar Falls,
Iowa on April 25, 1870. When he was 14 years of age, he
along with his parents moved to Chadron, Nebraska. Dur-
ing the Indian uprising of 1891-1892, he served as a
message bearer for the army.

George married Lottie Vera Wells on Feb. 23, 1883 in
Chadron. She was born in Iowa on March 15, 1878.

After their marriage, they lived in Chadron. It was in
Chadron that nine of their ten children were born. They
are: Faye Luella, Lola Beatrice, Mayme, Charles
Richard, George Jr., Mabel Gertrude, Maude Catherine,
James Henry, and Esther Marie. In April of 1917, they
sold their property in Chadron and moved to Douglas.

George worked for the county for some time on the
road and bridge crew. The county had a White truck with
steel wheels and a large grader that he used to build the
cut off road that starts about five miles east of Douglas
and ends close to Shawnee. He also built the old bridge at
the Platte Valley Ranch across the North Platte River.
They drove piling in the wintertime and used a big gray
team on the pile driver. He also built several of the roads
around Converse County and the older wooden bridge
across La Prele Creek. In later years he built many of the
sidewalks that are in Douglas today. He had a big cement
mixer that straddled the sidewalk and fed gravel from a
wagon alongside the mixer as it was pulled along. The
wagon also had a big tank for water and another tank for
cement. They poured about one city block a day.

Dick Emery had a ranch on the Cheyenne River with
lots of cattle. In 1921, he ran out of hay so he hired Bob
Randall who had four big four-wheel-drive trucks with
hard rubber tires to haul hay. He also hired John Hart-
man to haul with wagons and horses. The horses pulled
the trucks out of the mud and snow when they got stuck. It
took them five days to get to the ranch.

One daughter, Betty Lou, was born in Douglas. She
later married Avon ‘‘Bud’’ Pickinpaugh.

Having been a Deputy Sheriff of Dawes County,
Nebraska under Sheriff Vet Canfield for five years,
George was appointed Acting Sheriff of Converse County
when one of the sheriffs died. Lottie Benham spent many
years as a midwife and practical nurse, working under
Doctors Hylton, Storey and Shaffer. She was well
respected as a nurse.

George and Lottie also owned a restaurant on Center
Street at one time.

George died on June 10, 1948. Lottie died on Sept. 16,
1962.

George Benham Jr.

genway, Floyd E. and HBazel

In the year 1915 I, Floyd E. Benway, spent my first
summer and fall in the State of Wyoming working for
Vernon Griffith, a sheepman, on his winter’s range head-
quarters ranch, 50 miles east of Sheridan, Wyoming, and
20 miles north of Clearmont, Wyoming. I came from
Union Township, Rock County, Wisconsin, a very rich

farming section of southern Wisconsin, where I was born
and raised. I was a few months past my 19th birthday
when I left Wisconsin in March, for Montana, and due to
not being able to find work, as I had hoped to do, I was
soon running short of funds. Like many more were doing
the spring of 1915, I threw away my suitcase and took to
touring by freight train, and I came into Wyoming aboard
a long freight train from Billings, Montana, destination
Sheridan, Wyoming. After about two weeks in Sheridan, I
hired out to Vernon Griffith, a sheep man, to help in
shearing and trailing a 95 mile trail .into the Big Horn
Mountains to his summer’s range. My work was to end at
the end of the trail, but it turned into an all summers job,
and as long as I cared to stay in the fall, before returning
to Wisconsin. )

It was the wonderful outdoor life and freedom that I
found in Wyoming that year of 1915 that brought me back
to Wyoming and to Douglas. My father coming out with
me the first of September 1916 and to eventually file on
320 acres in the Wagonhound District on Magpie Creek,
including Magpie Springs in October 1916 making me a
resident of that community. We put in a number of years
there building up a small ranch, and running sheep. The
homestead that I took had been filed on some years past,
by a man then living in Kansas City, who had never done
anything with it, and was about to lose it. Wade Fowler,
then head of the United States Land Office in Douglas, ob-
tained a relinquishment back to the government from
him. I then filed on it.

The man in Kansas City at the time he filed on the
claim was promoting a scheme whereby he asked the
government to withdraw two or three thousand acres of
the open land adjoining his claim from homesteading
rights for the purpose of establishing a boys home or
orphans home. His request was granted by the United
States Land Office, setting a time limit for starting the
project, which he did not meet. It was again open for
homesteading in March, 1917, when I took my additional
320 acres. My father who had returned to Wisconsin soon
after I had made my filing in October returned to Wyo-
ming and filed on 320 acres on Magpie Creek adjoining
my land on the east. This 320 acres later became the
Walter Jeffres homestead. Because my father was 63
years old and I couldn’t leave him alone, and I being sub-
ject to be drafted into the army at any time, we didn’t
know that he could have held it, even if he were back in
Wisconsin, as long as he was doing some work on farms
back there, so he relinquished it back to the government
and Walter Jeffres took it.

All of the land that had been reopened to
homesteading in March of 1917 was all taken the day it
was opened. This just about finished up all the open land
from Muddy Wagonhound, north to Schofield Pass
through Sheep Mountain. Naming those who took their
homesteads the fall of 1916 or the spring of 1917 a little
before or a little after starting from Schofield Pass were
John Snooks, Joe Johnson, Henry Yanda, Frank Stauffer,
Tony Steiber, James Stults, Pete Zaichkin, Constantine
Zaichkin, Walter Whitaker, Mike Kinney, Clifford Peter-
son, William Levi, Slivers Jeffres, Perry Cargill,
Robert Benway, William Magee, Floyd Benway, Charley
Thompson. Up on top and adjoining the Thompson claim
were Albert Urban, and Mrs. Dickerson and sister and
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David Friend whose homestead went nearly to
Wagonhound Falls. Charley Morse was settled before any
of us took only 160 acres. He said, ‘“That was all he
wanted.” He finally did take some more. John Yanda also
took 480 acres some time later.

Tom Wilkinson a sheepman who lived in Nebraska
had for some time been using all this open range for his
winter grazing range and summering up on 40 Mile. He
leased the O.P. Witt place, later the Rainbow Qutfit.
There was no house there at that time for headquarters,
but he never returned after he left in the spring of 1917. 1
tended camp and took care of things for him the winter of
1916 and 1917 up until the first of March, hauled corn and
supplies from Douglas. He came up from Nebraska every
two or three weeks.

I hadn’t become acquainted with any of the
homesteaders except James Stults, Frank Stauffer and
Charley Morse also Charley Thompson until I came back
from serving nine months in the marines, being discharg-
ed the 19th of January 1919. I enlisted in May 1918 for the
duration of the war.

James Stults and Frank Stauffer drove a pair of bur-
ros broke to drive belonging to James. He also owned a
small saddle broke mustang that Frank rode and James
rode and drove the burros hitched to a light spring wagon
from Burns, Wyoming where James had been working,
coming there from LaCrosse Wisconsin, wanting to take
a homestead. He and Frank Stauffer, who came from 1l-
linois, became acquainted at Burns. They both took
homesteads close together, near the Zaichkins, about five
miles northeast of my land. James Stults and I worked
our homestead improvements together some before and
after I returned from the service. His sister Hazel came
out to visit him in April 1919, sending him a telegram that
she would arrive on a certain date. He did not receive the
telegram until he made a trip to town. He borrowed my
team and wagon to make the trip to town for supplies and
stock salt, Mrs. Wait part owner of the Rainbow Ranch
going with him. I stayed at his dugout cabin. He found his
sister at the LaBonte Hotel.

The next morning it was storming and against the ad-
vice of those who knew what an April storm could turn in-
to, the three of them started for home. It turned into a
real bad storm, and I never expected them to try and
come back on such a day. There was about three feet of
snow piled in front of the dugout and just about dark they
came driving in, the horses tired out, they all were wet
and cold had thrown out the stock salt and had been walk-
ing. I took his sister, Hazel, off the wagon, and carried
her into the dugout, and it just so happened that Hazel
went back to San Francisco that fall, and returned the
following summer. Hazel became my wife and James
Stults became my brother-in-law.

We first lived in the Brooks house, later become the
Adam Mueller Ranch, west of Douglas, where I rode ditch.
The summer of 1920 we moved to the LaPrele Dam, intoa
house not there any more by the powerhouse. I rode the
west side ditch summers and took care of the dam and
diversion dams. Also we took care of the Ayres Natural
Bridge Park until the fall of 1922 when we returned to my
homestead. Then the real proving up on a homestead
began for us, but one thing I did have this time was a good
partner, and plenty of good work horses. With some old

machinery I traded for, we made out and after the bank
closing on a little money I borrowed at 6% we had to wait
a year until, we could borrow it back at 8%, we bought a
little start in sheep. Like everyone else who homesteaded
at that time, or came before us, that stayed and tried to
make a go of it, starting on, as you might ‘‘say, on a shoe
string,”” we had our ups and downs, our good years, and
our bad years, our grasshopper years. We had cold
winters with their snow, wind, and blizzards, but always
the meadowlarks came back and the grass became
green. The mariposa lilies and shooting stars blossomed,
and there were always those wonderful sunsets and
sunrises, the pure air to breath, and pure water to drink.,

We had our neighbors, far and near, and dances,
some of them lasted until the sun came up. I remember
the old Douglas as it was in 1916 and for some time after,
with its livery barn, two busy depots, the same people,
the same stores, and those state fairs, when every day
was climaxed by the wild horse race, the broncs being
driven in from the north country. There was one jerkline
string team with these two large wagons, and schooner
freighting out into the north country. We often talk about
our Wyoming years, and I place my Wyoming years, at
the top of the list.

We had our grasshoppers, and once when I was in
town with my old battered up Model T pickup, with its
chewed up fenders, Jeff Scott, who once owned a ranch on
main Wagonhound, wanted to know if the grasshoppers
chewed them up. Another time, it was one of those
drought years, when some were putting up Russian
thistles, for hay and many were looking forward to
loading their livestock into boxcars, and shipping out of
the country. Jeff Scott came by just as I was leaving for
home. He said ‘“How is everything going Floyd?"’ I said,
““Oh just fine and dandy.” He said ‘‘Floyd, I think you are
a ‘dam liar’. Well I wasn’t quite that much of a liar, my
sheep were in the mountains and doing fine. I had my
plans for the winter all attended to.

We had a few very bad storms late in the spring of
1917. It was some time after I had brought my team and
saddle horse back from Guy George where I had wintered
them, and I was going some place with my team, saddle
horse and wagon. I always had my bedroll, grub box and
grain for the horses and had camped at Bill Levi’s cabin
for the night. The cabin wasn’t finished yet, and only part
of the floor was in. There was an old range cooking stove
set up there, but very little wood. Some of the cracks in
the siding let in the daylight. I fed all the horses and turn-
ed them all loose. They were a good camp team, and I
knew they wouldn’t go farther than Muddy Wagonhound,
but that night it started to snow, and then blow. There
were drifts outside and inside. I couldn’t build a fire and
keep it going, as there wasn’t much wood, so I just stayed
in bed for three days and nights, only getting up and start-
ing a fire for a few minutes, to cook a hot cake or so, and
then back to bed. My black saddle horse came from
somewhere each night and would back up and rub against
the cabin. I would jump up take the gallon can, fill it out
of the oat sack, and dump it outside in the snow. The
bedroll of mine had a feather tick in it and with wool
blankets, so I just took a good rest.

The very bad blizzard of April 1920, caught me in
Denver. I was working at a dairy there, and had just quit
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to come back to Douglas and to my homestead. I had
bought a new team and saddle horse and outfit the spring
of 1919 and was wintering them at Clarence
Redenbaugh’s. I was nine days getting back to Douglas,
two nights and days of that I had to stay in Cheyenne, as
the cuts through by Chugwater hadn’t been opened yet.
When I did get home and went after my horses, I caught
the saddle horse on foot out on the range. He fell down
three times when I was trying to catch him. The team
wintered very well, but some grain and that Wyoming
grass put them all in fine shape in a very short time.

James Stults and I both broke up some land for plant-
ing that spring. After working at his place a while we
moved up to mine and James was always proud of his
packing, so he showed me how neat and compact the load
was for moving. I had a very nice pair of leather shoes,
and he showed me how he packed them and a lot of other
things in the oven of the little cook stove. When we arriv-
ed at my place we set up the stove right quick, and James
built-up a quick pitch pine fire and started to cook dinner.
I took care of the horses. Well, he hadn’t thought of
anything but to get us something to eat, until the smoke
started rolling out of the oven. Everything he had packed
in the oven was just about ruined. Those shoes of mine
were sure plenty done. He said, “‘Look what I did.”’ Then
he told me it isn’t any laughing matter.

Frank Stauffer taught school in the Zaichkin and
Snook district a couple of years, while proving up on his
homestead. He became a lieutenant in World War I and
married a school teacher. They had two children, a boy
and a girl. They came to see us several times. The boy
died in World War II and the girl a little later. He was in
business for himself in Texas and died there sometime
ago. Over all these years we have heard from his wife,
until this year we received word she had died also.

Each year takes its toll, but I hope that as long as I
live, I can keep in memory that same old Wyoming, the
same Douglas, and those same fine people 1 dealt with,
and many of those of 1886 and before that I knew still
walking the streets, our homestead neighbors and
friends, and all those of main Wagonhound, the mail
route I had for three and one half years, with the 32 gates
to open and close, those wonderful pies that Mrs. Milt
Hammond made, and gave me a piece of, and the fine
dinners that Clarence Redenbaugh and wife insisted I
come in and eat. All that and more in my memory, it is
just the same, and still there. And the wind it must have
been much harder than it is now, because after a day
when the wind was passing our place in an awful hurry,
headed for the flats, one of my neighbors who lived about
four miles below me, came up the next day and wanted to
know if the wind blew much there yesterday. I told him
“no’’ but it sure was going past plenty fast. I figured it
might be blowing real hard down this way. He said “It
sure did, you know Floyd, it blew so hard down at my
place yesterday that it picked a log chain right up off the
ground, blew it up against the side of the barn and held it
up there all day.” Well I knew that at the rate of speed
that wind was hitting when it passed our place with four
miles of the flats to help it gather momentum that he was
telling the absolute truth.

James Stults received his schooling through grade
school, high school, and business college at LaCrosse,

Wisconsin and he built his homestead up into a very nice
little place and raised turkeys for a while. He also had a
small herd of cows. His brother, Dean, an army career
man, bought the Frank Stauffer homestead and then
bought out James, and then James and his wife and
daughter, Beverly, moved to Douglas. His wife whose
maiden name was Gladys Doss, came from Colorado
where her father owned a large ranch. Both she and
James worked for the Great Western Sugar Beet Com-
pany, where they met and were married in 1921. They had
one daughter, Shirley, who was killed in an auto accident.
In 1930 he was elected to the office of Converse County
Assessor and died while in office.

We sold our sheep, cattle and equipment the fall of
1937 and leased our land. In 1949 we sold our place. The
war and circumstances also my age prevented me from
returning to Wyoming ranch life again, but the memory
of those years I spent, and my wife and I spent in Wyom-
ing brings me much joy and it is said, ‘‘He lives again
who finds joy in past memories.”

Floyd E. Benway died in 1985.
Floyd E. Benway

Dible, Ralph and Grace

I am Juanita (Bible) Louderman, daughter of Ralph
and Grace (White) Bible who homesteaded in Converse
County, Wyoming in 1917. Pat. #911803 - 320 acres.

My father, mother and I lived there for approximate-
ly 6-7 years. I have pictures of them building their own log
house and living in it. My sister, Betty Joe, was born at
the home of a great-aunt in Chadron, Nebraska on August
7, 1922. About a year later, my mother developed tuber-
culosis of the lungs, and spent part of a year in a
sanitorium in La Jolla, Colorado. My father worked in the
oilfields in Salt Lake City to keep her there. During this
time my sister and I lived with an Uncle Otto E. Bible and
his wife, Pearl, at Lost Springs, Wyoming.

Then we all went to Macomb, Iilinois to live with our
grandparents, Harry and Effie Bible. My mother died
there on December 8, 1925. Less than a year later my
father was Kkilled in a car wreck, by a hit and run driver.

My sister and I continued to live with our grand-
parents and with other relatives until we were able to
make our own way. With me, this started at age 17. Even
though times were hard, I always managed to have a job
doing cleaning, taking care of other children, etc. Then I
met a lady who owned a flower shop and I worked in the
flower shop for her. She was a wonderful and kind per-
son. I was married on my 21st birthday, July 22, 1937, to
Roy Louderman from Macomb, Illinois (but previously
from Kansas). We lived 44 years in Illinois and have three
children, all born in Macomb, Illinois.

Connie Joan married Lyle Hoener of Ft. Scott, Kan-
sas and have four children. Gary Lee Louderman of
Henderson, Nebraska, who has one son. Kenny Joe
Louderman of Bartlett, Illinois.

My sister, Betty Joe first married Lester Riddell of
Macomb, Illinois. They had a daughter and a son,
Anita Kay (Riddell) Hill of Macomb, Illinois and Dennis
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Riddell of Denton, Texas.

My sister and I sold the homestead in Converse Coun-
ty but retained the oil rights. The first oil well was drilled
in 1975 and then in 1976 another was drilled partially on
our property.

My mother was a good horsewoman and helped my
father with the cattle, raised lambs, chickens, etc.

1 attended my first years of school on the homestead
riding my pony five miles, meeting the school teacher
part of the way. She also rode horseback and stayed with
one of our nearby neighbors.

My father and his brother, Otto E. Bible, both
homesteaded the same year and had adjoining properties
and helped each other. Otto’s homestead went to his wife,
Pearl, when they were divorced around 1929. A year
later she was killed in a car wreck and the property inen
went to her family in Nebraska.

Then Otto married Mabel Kamp of Lost Springs,
where they lived on a ranch for many years. She lives
now at Torrington, Wyoming. He raised a lot of cattle and
bought for Swift & Co. for many years. He acquired a lot
of land and oil rights in trading in Converse and Niobrara
Counties. He also leased thousands of acres. He later
moved to Lusk, Wyoming, was divorced and re-married
to Evannah Bible. He passed away in 1967. Evannah mov-
ed to Mesa, Arizona and died there in 1981.

Otto never had any children of his own but was very
dear to my sister and me. We spent a year with him in
Lost Springs in 1929 and visited there for many years
afterwards.

Harry E. Bible married to Effie Dell Clark
Born 1867, died 1935 Born 1872, died 1931
Ralph Bible married to Leona Grace White
Born Aug. 1, 1896 Born Aug. 3, 1897
Died Oct. 2, 1926 Died Dec. 8, 1925
Juanita E. married Roy E. Louderman

July 22, 1937

Born Feb. 12, 1915,
Wellington, Kans.
Lester Riddell

Born July 22, 1916
McDonough Co., Ill.

Betty Joe married 1938

Born Aug. 7, 1922 divorced

Chadron, Nebr.
married Robert L. Jones
Aug. 10, 1953

Juanita Louderman

Bicknell, Elva Myrtle

My mother, Elva Myrtle Bicknell was born in Min-
nesota on Jan. 18, 1876.

In 1918, mother and 1 (Colista Bicknell Combs
Clements) came from North Dakota to file on a
homestead one mile south of where the Bill Post Office is
located now. The eastern portion bordered the road to
Gillette.

Dry Creek was south of the homestead on someone
else’s land. It was the source of our water supply being
carried in a tin bucket by me. The water was also used
for cattle and sheep which belonged to the Fiddleback
Ranch.

A land office in Douglas had ‘‘locaters’ who for a fee

helped people find the land to be homesteaded. The
system left a lot to be desired.

Our shack was a small room with tar paper on the
outside and a small window to look out and a door. The
sagebrush at that time had large roots on the surface of
the ground which along with cowchips furnished the fuel
in the summer.

As this was years before the so called liberation of
women, men did not take kindly to a woman ‘‘taking up
land’’. Mother was told she didn’t have any business on a
homestead. Before ‘‘proving up’’ Mother had been pro-
tested and contested. It was a costly and troublesome
time. The fact that she supported herself and a child and
tried to have the legal improvements on the land was dif-
ficult.

“Dudleyville’”’ was a store in a home about four miles
northeast. As there was no refrigeration, the only staples
available were the basic ones including slab bacon not
sliced bacon as it is now. A telephone was also available
at the store,

In 1918 the Gillette Road was just a wagon track.
There weren’t any bridges across the creeks including
Dry Creek. If one car a day went up the road it was an
event. Many days there was no traffic at all.

Children often came to town and worked for board
and room during the school year. School was held in the
two rooms upstairs in the City Hall, the basement of the
Congregational Church, the Carnegie Library basement
and the old North Grade School.

In July 1926 I married Eugene Combs.

Mother died Jan. 23, 1960 in Douglas.

Colista Bicknell Combs Clements

Bishop, Loren Clark and Sadie

Loren Clark Bishop, son of Spencer Adelbert and
Edith Luella Bishop, was born on the homestead on
LaPrele Creek near old Fort Fetterman, Wyoming Ter-
ritory, March 4th, 1885. He attended the public schools of
Converse County, Wyoming, until the age of 14. He left
school before finishing the eighth grade to earn a
livelihood and help support the family at home. He
worked on cattle and sheep ranches. During the winter of
1904 -1905 he herded sheep on the Laramie plains for O. P.
Witt. Both Albert and Chester Sims were working for Mr.
Witt at that time.

He also owned and operated a restaurant before his
21st year. An excerpt from Clark’s memoirs tells about
his experience as a restaurant owner: ‘‘During the sum-
mer of 1905, with money saved from pulling dead wool
and from herding bucks, I purchased the Saddle Rock
Restaurant from Louis Falkenburg located between the
Happy Jack Saloon and Harvey Allen livery barn in
Douglas. Falkenburg was killed by Indians in a battle on
Lightning Creek the next year. I did well at this business
for about three months when I was stricken with typhoid
fever. The day I entered the Douglas hospital I sold the
restaurant to a fellow by the name of Cooper and ac-
cepted an unsecured note in payment. After ten weeks of
sickness, I found that Cooper had sold out and skipped



and I never heard of him again. In addition to beating me
out of the money for the restaurant, he stole my Forty
Five Colt revolver and my best suit of clothing from my
room,”’

In 1906 he secured employment in a surveying party
with Frank C. Emerson which was working on the
surveys on the LaPrele Irrigation System. Later he
worked with the same engineer on the surveys of the
Paint Rock and Shell Creek projects in the Big Horn
Basin in the north central part of Wyoming.

In the year 1908 he returned to Douglas and started in
the general practice of surveying, having secured a
surveyor’s license, and in 1910 was employed as Chief
Engineer of the LaPrele Irrigation System, which posi-
tion he held during the time the principal part of the
ditches and structures were built. The system went into
the hands of a Receiver in 1912 and was operated in such a
lax manner that after seven years when taken over by the
Douglas Reservoirs Company, it became necessary to
practically reconstruct the entire system. He was
employed by this company April 1st, 1919 as engineer and
manager to do this work and supervise the operation of
the project. The lands, having been taken under the
Carey Act, made it necessary that the project be ac-
cepted by the Interior Department before patent could be
issued to the state and then to the settlers.

After much work in preparing maps, petitions, etc.,
in addition to expending over $100,000.00 on the
reconstruction work, and making two trips to the Nation-
al Capitol, the project was officially accepted the spring
of 1922 at that time he was employed by the company to
look after their interests.

On April 10, 1911 he was united in marriage to Sadie
Almeda Greenwood, daughter of Charles S. and Sarah
Cook Greenwood, who was born in Lime Springs, Iowa on
April 26, 1877, and spent her girlhood days in Colorado.

Loren and Sadie had four children. They were: Loren
Emerson, born December 15, 1911 and married Eleanor
Corbett; Clara Almeda, born March 6, 1917 and married
James Froggatt; Floyd Albert, born August 10, 1920 and
married Wilma Knisely; Ella Mary, born July 15, 1922
and married Edward Halsey.

His military service extended over a period of 14
years in addition to his service in the World War. He
served as an enlisted man with rank from private to
sergeant continuously for nine years, all as a member of
Co. “F” 3rd. Reg. Wyo. Inf., and five years continuously
as captain of the same company. He commanded this
company on the Mexican Border 1916 and 1917. During
the World War he was commissioned as First Lieutenant
of Engineers U.S.A. September 21, 1918 and sent to Camp
A. A. Humphreys, Virginia, for training where he was
discharged December 2, 1918 at the termination of the
war,

With a new governor assuming office in January,
1938, the water users throughout Wyoming mounted a
campaign to convince the governor that he should ap-
point Clark as State Engineer. Between November 1937
and January 1938, hundred of letters of endorsement
were written to the new governor, and endorsements
from county political chairmen were submitted from
two-thirds of the counties in the state. Although there

were other applicants for the job, the governor an-
nounced Clark’s appointment as State Engineer in late
January of 1938. He served in that capacity for the next
18 years under governors of both political parties and
established a reputation as a capable engineer and
administrator.

Loren recalls the following incidents that happened
to his father: ““In 1919, after World War I, Dad was a par-
ticipant in the National Rifle matches in Caldwell, N.J.
Each participant was issued a chit good for one case of
30-06 and one case of caliber 45 ammunition. From other
participants Dad bought these chits for $2 each which net-
ted him a “box car’’ load of ammunition - it lasted over 30
years and took up a lot of room in our basement but made
it possible for him to pursue his hobby even during the
depression.

As water superintendent, on occasion he had to shut
down headgates and stop ranchers from using water they
wanted and needed. One occasion when I was with him at
Pass Creek near Saratoga, a rancher threatened to shoot
the local water commissioner so Dad was called to turn
the water off. As we drove up to the ranch we saw a big
hawk swoop near his chickens. Dad grabbed the 30-06 and
killed the hawk high in the air with his first shot. After
that exhibition, the headgate was closed with no trouble.
Another incident was on the Laramie River when a ran-
cher locked his headgate open with a big padlock and
dared anyone to close it. Dad arrived on the scene, broke
the padlock with one round from his 30-06 and closed the
gate, later learning that the rancher was hiding in the
brush with a 30-30 which he had planned to use on Dad.”

Clara remembers the following things about her
mother: “Loren was first to go to college and when he
wrote home asking permission to join a fraternity, he
mentioned how good the food was at the frat house. I
remember the parents conversation when my sweetly
naive mother said ‘If the food is good, he’d better join.’
They made many sacrifices to give us as much education
as we cared to get.

Our mother’s era was a time squeezed between the
pioneer women and the liberated women. She wore her
hair in a modish coiffure using a ‘“‘switch’’ to make it
bouffant. On several occasions I remember mother’s con-
versations over the fence with our neighbor of many
years, Agnes Rohlff. Agnes had long, dark hair which she
braided and wound around her head in an attractive
crown effect. They both wanted to cut their hair short
which was then on vogue, but there would be serious con-
sequences - divorce was mentioned - their husbands
wouldn’t even discuss it. This was in the late 20’s. The
haircuts finally came in the early 30’s with no divorces.
This was the beginning of their liberation.”

Clark’s wife, Sadie, died in 1942. He married Claire
Tanner in 1943. Clark died in San Diego, California in
1961, and his second wife, Claire, died in Worland in 1973.

Clara Bishop Froggatt
Loren Bishop
Floyd Bishop
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Bishop, Spencer and Edith Family

In the year 1852, Spencer Adelbert Bishop was born to
Artemus Clark Bishop and Matilda Hanchett Bishop.
When Spencer was four years old, the family moved from
his birthplace in Ohio to LaFayette, New York. He
received his education in the public schools and taught for
one term on West Hill near LaFayette. After that, he
served as a carpenter’s apprentice for four years.

At the age of 22, Spencer came to Wyoming and
worked in a grocery store in Laramie for several months.
In the spring of 1875, he worked as a bullwhacker for
George Powell. In addition to this job, he acted as ranch
foreman and overseer of the government hay reserve on
Deer Creek. Under contract, the hay was delivered to the
authorities at Fort Fetterman. The teamsters were in-
structed to load sand in the hay to gain additional weight,
and additional profit. This practice was abandoned when
tell-tale sand hills were obvious after some of the hay had
been fed. Arrangements were made then with someone in
authority to allow the same load of hay to be weighed
twice, or sometimes three times. The hay contractors un-
doubtedly padded the pockets of those persons authoriz-
ing and supervising the weighing of the hay.

At that time, the nearest railroad point enroute to
Fetterman was Rock Creek, a distance of 120 miles from
the fort. Rock Creek was located on the Union Pacific
Railroad. All food commodities were expensive. The bull-
whackers bought foodstuffs in Rock Creek, as well as
other places and transported them to Fetterman. Bacon
or side pork of very poor quality brought $1.00 per pound;
flour was selling at 50¢ per pound.

After working for a time for George Powell, Spencer
bought an outfit of his own and freighted for the govern-
ment as well as other private and business concerns.

In the year of 1882, prior to the public land survey in
the vicinity of Fort Fetterman, Spencer secured a squat-
ter’s right from a squaw man, Noel Seminoe, who had set-
tled on LaPrele Creek about eight miles from the Fort,
then Albany County, Wyoming Territory. This gave him a
prior right of entry. When the surveys were finished, he
filed a homestead claim, a desert claim and a pre-
emption entry on 480 acres. The initial land acquired
from Seminoe cost Spencer $75. ‘

He entered into a partnership with Henry W. Kellogg
who had filed on adjoining land, and together they
developed a fine ranch. Kellogg and Bishop formed a
freighting outfit together as well. They had two bull
wagons and eight yokes of oxen. They freighted from
Cheyenne, Fort Laramie, Rock Creek and Medicine Bow
to Fort Fetterman.

Among Spencer’s acquaintances were Wild Bill
Hickock, Pawnee Bill, and Buffalo Bill Cody. Evidently,
Cody was not one of Spencer’s favorite persons, for he
said that Cody was a coward at heart and was forever
seeking publicity.

Spencer Bishop was united in marriage to Edith
Luella Smith in Jamesville, New York in 1834. Edith was
the daughter of Loren Lorenzo and Harriet B. Hungerford
Smith of that city. She was the fourth child in a family of
eight, and was born near Jamesville in 1860.

When the newlyweds reached Rock Creek, it was in

the month of March. The snow was so deep that the stage
which made the trip to Fetterman twice a week, could
handle only one passenger at a time. The trip from Rock
Creek to Fetterman required two days. Spencer took the
first stage, leaving his bride in Rock Creek. Four days
later he met the stage with his own team and sled at the
FFort and took his bride to the home he had prepared for
her.

The house on LaPrele was the first frame house built
in this part of Wyoming. It had a sitting room with a bay
window, bedroom, kitchen and a pantry on the ground
floor, with two bedrooms upstairs. Near the house was a
cellar where vegetables were stored for winter and where
Edith kept her milk and cream. The log homestead cabin
was used then as a tool and repair shop.

Edith and Spencer were the parents of 12 children:
Loren Clark, born in 1885; Hattie Rose, born in 1887;
Jessie Viola, born in 1889; Clarence Alfred, born in 1890;
Oren Calvin, born in 1892; Maude Matilda, born in 1894;
Edith Luella, born in 1896; Spencer Adelbert, born in
1898, and Arthur Artemus, born in 1899, had as their birth-
place the homestead near Fort Fetterman. Cecil
Lawrence, born in 1904; Edna Mae, born in 1906; and
Mable Pearl, born in 1908, were to have the Tobin Ranch
as their birthplace. Hattie Rose died in 1918 and Jessie
Viola in 1910.

Glenrock and Douglas were opposing each other for
the county seat. At an election held in the LaPrele
precinct, John D. O’Brien was serving as one of the
judges. After 49 O’Brien’s had voted, John told them ‘‘no
more O’Brien’s today.” They kept voting, however,
under other names. Spencer didn’t mention how many
Bishops and Kelloggs voted.

Joe Hazen, who was killed near Kaycee by the Hole-
In-The-Wall gang that held up and robbed the Union
Pacific passenger train near Wolcott, was a friend of
Spencer Bishop. He ran a livery stable in Douglas, and
was respected and liked by the community.

John T. Williams was the sheriff of Converse County
when he received a tip that a group of ranchers were to
raid a sheep camp belonging to Henry Brenning on the
head of Little Boxelder Creek. John deputized his
brother, Ab, and the two rode into the camp just as eight
of the raiders had tied the herder and were starting to kill
the sheep. When the raiders, called gunny-sackers
because they had red handkerchiefs tied around their
heads, saw the officer, they fled. Ab Williams pursued
one, shooting his horse from under him when he failed to
halt. The man lit running. Again Ab asked him to halt, but
again the raider ignored the command. He fired once
more. The raider shouted, “My God, Ab, don’t shoot! I
am a man with a family.” Ab recognized the man as
George Lamb.

The only casualty was self-inflicted. Bill Howard had
his pistol discharge, accidentally shooting himself in the
foot. Bill told Dr. Jesurun that his horse had fallen with
him, and that is how the accident occurred. Most of these
raiders were arrested, but all, including George Lamb,
proved alibis and were freed.

In spite of the fact that the Bishop family was a large
one, Mrs. Bishop managed to make sufficient butter for
her family and have some to sell. She had only a couple of
scrubby cows. Bill Young, noted joker, used to say that



Mrs. Bishop skimmed her milk on both sides.

The Pleasant Valley School house, which was built by
Mr. Bishop on the Ed Smith ranch in 1884, was attended
by all of Bishop’s older children. Four of the sons and two
of the sons-in-law served their country in World War I.
Loren Clark was in the engineers; Oren Calvin and
Arthur Artemus served in the infantry, Spencer Adelert
in the air service, Clyde Ebbert in the hospital corps, and
Jock Rockwell in the infantry.

Spencer Adelbert Bishop died November 23, 1914, his
wife died in 1922.

Clara Bishop Frogatt

Slaine, George W. and Mary Family

George W. (Washington) Blaine was born in England
August 20, 1854. I don’t know when he came to the U.S.A.
He came to Wyoming in the 1880’s. He ranched on the
Cheyenne River. In 1889 he went back to Boone, Iowa and
married Mary E. (Ellen) Rochelle who was born in
Boone, Iowa, September 18, 1859. They traveled back to
Douglas in a covered wagon when Douglas was just a tent
town.

To this union five children were born: Mabel,
Luther, Arthur (my father), Mary and Frances. All
children were delivered by my grandfather (George W.
Blaine) who died in 1912. My grandmother raised the first
two children, Mable and Luther in a sheep wagon, my
father (Arthur) was born in Keeline, Wyoming, April 22,
1895. They then lived in a cabin on the ranch on the
Cheyenne River. Mary and Frances were born on the
ranch.

Mable had four children: Ronald, Blanche, Jack and
Lorraine Robinson.

Luther became a dentist in Chicago and had one
child, Russel Blaine.

Arthur married Eva Black on Christmas Day, 1917 at
her home on the Elkhorn Creek, out of Glendo. He served
in France in World War I, returning home in April 1919,
To this union two girls were born, Mary Eva (Robinson)
and Hattie Jean (Dahonich) who are still living.

Mary had two children (Richard Copsey) who was
killed in World War II and Frances (McCrew) who is still
living. Frances (Mintzer) had no children.

All of the Blaines are now deceased.

Mary E. Blaine lived to be 96, passing away on March
24, 1955. She was known to all in Douglas as Mother
Blaine or Grandma Blaine as she was always taking care
of the ‘“‘0ld people”’, many who were younger than she.

Arthur (my father) passed away in 1963. Eva (my
mother) passed away in 1933.

I married Roy R. Robinson of Wheatland in 1938. We
have two children, Janice Pullen and John B. Robinson
and we have four grandchildren, Jimmy Pullen, and
Heather, Erin and Amber Robinson who live in Douglas.

The Blaine Home is now Millie’s Apartments.

Eva Blaine Robinson

plomquist, Elof and Anna Pamily

Charles Elof Blomquist was born in Krakshult,
Smoland, Sweden on April 3, 1871. After spending twenty-
two years of his life in his native country, Mr. Blomquist
came to America in 1893, living for awhile in Jamestown,
New York and Warren, Pennsylvania. In 1896 he went to
Omaha, Nebraska, and in 1898 claimed his bride, Anna C.
Johannson.

Anna C. Johannson was born in Heda, Smoland,
Sweden on September 26, 1874, coming to America at age
seventeen to make her home with her grandparents in
Salina, Kansas. She resided there a few years, then mov-
ed to Omaha, Nebraska, and in 1898 was married to
Charles Blomquist.

They ran a very successful dairy, driving a white top
buggy to church and social gatherings. Five children
were born to them: Ruth, Rudolph, Arthur, Mildred, and
Evelyn. The older children attended the Swedish
Lutheran Sunday School, of which Mr. and Mrs. Blom-
quist were church members.

As a young man, seeking adventure, Mr. Blomquist’s
friend, Lars Johnson, and he went to Wyoming to look at
land, ending up homesteading, each of them, 640 acres
under the LaPrele Irrigation Project. Returning to
Omaha Mr. Blomquist sold his dairy, and in 1910 moved
his family and all of their belongings — horses, furniture,
etc. by train to Wyoming, to the location of their future
home. Their place was located fourteen miles west of
Douglas, near which is now the road to the Natural
Bridge Park.

After grubbing sagebrush and a lot of hard work, a
two-story home was built. Many tears were shed by Mrs.
Blomquist, enduring the hardships and caring for five
young children, thinking they should have never moved
from Omaha.

The following year, Violet was born, March 1911, and
in 1913, Esther came along, making seven children now.
The family was stricken with scarlet fever, taking the life
of their son, Arthur, age eleven. Blomquists had no phone
at that time and were quarantined, but a dear friend and
neighbor, Edna Ayres, rode horseback and brought food
to them, and left it at the gate near the house.

Many more Swedes had moved to the LaPrele Basin,
and were good neighbors of the Blomquists, and the area
soon was called ‘“‘Swedish Valley”.

The farm prospered with hard work, raising alfalfa,
grain, sheep and some cattle. As the family grew, their
son, Rudie, left the farm to seek adventure and employ-
ment elsewhere. The girls all helped in the fields, putting
up hay, and shocking grain, while Mrs. Blomquist always
managed, with all of her other duties, to bring coffee and
some goodies to the hay crew in the field.

Mr. Blomquist had the first electric lights in the
basin, having his own Delco engine to make the electri-
city, which was about the early 1920’s.

The children all attended the Pleasant Valley School,
three miles from the farm. The school was the first frame
school building in the state, and is now located near the
Museum at the State Fair Grounds at Douglas. Later
years, Mildred taught at the school and Esther was her
pupil. They all attended the high school in Douglas, Ruth



and Rudie taking it in three years.

Family and friends were deeply saddened by the
death of their youngest, Esther, who was killed in an auto
accident August 21, 1932,

The four daughters were married at the ranch home,
Rudie residing now in Chicago, but came home often for
visits with the family, getting married in 1935. Ruth was
married to Charles Huntzinger, a contractor around
Douglas, in 1925. Mildred married Walter Reed and they
lived on the 77 Ranch out of Manville, Evelyn married
James C. Willox, prominent rancher south of Douglas.
Mrs. Blomquist always pronounced her name as
Evaleen, so Jim thought that should be her name, from
then on, she was Evaleen to all. Violet married Edwin
Potter, or “Bud’’ as he was known around Douglas. He
was cashier of the Douglas National Bank, later becom-
ing Executive Vice President of the bank. Violet, Bud and
their three children moved to California in 1948.

The Blomquists had a sale in 1936, and leased the
farm to Jess Irwin. They planned to retire and travel
some. Ruth’s husband was to build a home for them just
west of Douglas, but Mr. Blomquist underwent emer-
gency surgery for a ruptured appendix and died April 12,
1936.

In 1939, Mrs. Blomquist made her only trip back to
her native land, on the Swedish American line. She still
had some of her family living there yet. On her return the
little house was complete, and she lived there until her
untimely death from complications from a broken hip, on
June 19, 1951. Her daughter, Mildred who was widowed
with two small sons, made her home with her mother.
Mildred still resides there, one mile west of Douglas,
known to some as West Douglas Heights.

CHARLES ELOF BLOMQUIST
FAMILY TREE

Charles Elof Blomquist m. Anna Christina Johannson 1898
in Omaha, Nebraska.

Charles E. Blomquist 1871-1936 ) B in Swed
Anna Blomquist 1874-1951 ) ~°orninsweden
Ruth M. 1899-1964 )
Rudolph C. 1900-1970 )
Arthur 1902-1913 ) Born in Omaha, Neb.
Mildred 1904- )
Evelyn 1906-1965 )
Violet A. 1911- ) e e Pyesrclae T
Esther E. 1913-1932 ) Born in Duus}ab, V\IyU.

Violet A. Potter

Doehler, William and Catherine

William Boehler was born in Raymond, Illinois on
July 13, 1882. He was one of a family of nine boys and two
girls belonging to Nicholas and Sara Boehler.

William’s health was poor during his early years, and
he was given little chance to grow to manhood. He attend-
ed a business school in Cincinnati, Ohio, and after his
graduation, he joined the Brotherhood of the Franciscan
Order. Since it was believed at that time that William was

suffering from tuberculosis, he was sent to the New Mex-
ico Indian Reservation to work as a teacher, instructing
the Jemez and Navajo Indians.

After three years, he migrated north to Montana to
teach at the Crow Indian School at Lodgegrass. 11l health
still plagued him. A year later, after a serious disagree-
ment with the Indian Agent, he gathered his belongings
and walked south into Wyoming, working at ranches
along the way.

William'’s first permanent job in Wyoming was at the
Bill Wright ranch near the present town of Wright. When
that job ended, he moved on to the Lee and Spaeth Ranch
where he worked as a cook and handyman.

In 1917, William decided to join the army. He walked
to Gillette, where the local board refused to accept him
since he was over-age. He was determined to enter the
service, however, so he walked on to Sheridan, a distance
of 101 miles. Here, he was accepted by the Powder River
District Office. He spent only a few months in France,
since he was striken with the dreaded influenza of World
War I almost immediately after his induction. He served
in France in the capacity of cook and medic.

After the war, he met Catherine ‘“Kate” T. Hillmes,
daughter of John and Elsie Hillmes. She and her sister at-
tended a dance at Emporia, Kansas, and met William
there. He was waiting at a base near Emporia to be
mustered out. Their romance began. After he returned to
Wyoming to work once more for Lee and Spaeth, they
corresponded with each other.

Eventually, William decided to take up a homestead.
He lived with “Daddy’’ Wilson, a man who had filed on an
adjacent parcel of land. He erected a sod house complete
with a dirt floor and one door. The windows were small,
covered with gunny sacking to protect the dwelling from
the elements. Later on he dug a cellar and added a one
room frame shack. Since ranch work was slow in the
winter, and jobs were hard to find, he decided to take up
trapping. He set up three trap lines. With his horse, Old
Sol, Bill would run a trap line a day, recover his catch,
reset and rebait his traps. One winter he sold over a thou-
sand dollars worth of hides, principally coyote, to Maas
and Stephan furriers of St. Louis.

In 1921, Bill and Kate were wed at Humboldt, Kansas.
Kate was a hardy girl of pioneer stock, excited about
homesteading in Wyoming though she had never been
west of Kansas. Together they gradually built up their
place and completed all the requirements needed to
“prove up.” They were issued their final papers in 1922.

The community gradually grew as more people
seftled in the area. Roy Barger, William Singleton, Louis
Buckridge, Earl Moore, Earl Haney, the Johnson
brothers and William Boehler began a drive to establish a
post office. William was officially appointed the post-
master on May 18, 1922. Louis Buckridge was appointed
mail carrier, and Earl Moore was the deputy carrier. The
post office was officially named the Verse Post Office.
the name being derived from the last syllable of the
county, Converse. It was rated a fourth class post office
in which the postmaster had to keep and submit records
of all transactions. In lieu of a salary, he was allowed to
keep the money from the postage sales. He was subject to
an audit by a postal inspector at any time, being required
by federal law to be audited at least once a year. The mail



was first delivered to Verse from Bill by team and buggy,
but later the route became a Star Route, and then the
mail was brought out from Douglas twice a week.

With the establishment of the post office, Verse
became a center of community functions. Bill was
obliged to acquire a team and wagon to accommodate his
patrons. Previously, he had walked back and forth to
Douglas (55 miles), but as the members of the commu-
nity demanded more services, such as bringing groceries
and supplies to Verse, he became aware of the need to
stock a few staple groceries such as sugar, flour, salt and
tobacco. This was the beginning of the Verse store.

In the summer of 1923, Kate became pregnant at the
age of 43. After the first week of March in 1924, Bill
decided it would be prudent to take her to Douglas to stay
until her confinement was over. The couple started their
journey, but were stopped by a severe blizzard near Dry
Creek. They decided to seek shelter at the home of Doctor
Lynch, a Medical Doctor, whose home was about one half
mile north of the town of Bill. After three days of howling
winds and drifting snow, Kate gave birth to her son, Leo
V. Boehler. When the weather cleared, Bill loaded Kate
and the new baby into the wagon and headed home again.

In 1928, excavation began for the Boehlers new home
located just a few feet from the well which furnished
water for their dwelling. It was quite a large house,
having six rooms and a full basement. The post office and
store were located in the basement. With the increase in
the size of the Boehler home, it followed that the
gatherings there increased in numbers. Bill expanded his
store, stocking all types of non-perishable items. In
addition, Bill added a one-pump gas station and garage.
He purchased a truck with which he hauled coal to
Douglas and Casper, at the rate of one dollar per ton. He
brought groceries from Walter Shultz’s wholesale house
in Casper and barrels of gas from Slonaker’s in Douglas
on his return trip to Verse.

In 1930, Leo started his education in a small school
house about a mile and a half south and east of the old
Robertson place. Kate became dissatisfied with the edu-
cation he was receiving after a short time, and sent Leo to
Douglas to attend the North Grade School.

Soon, demands for better schools in the Verse com-
munity became more insistent. On one occasion, the
county superintendent made a surprise visit to the little
school near Sand Creek, only to find that the teacher had
taken the boys out to hunt rabbits, leaving two little girls
alone to play in the school yard. This teacher was
immediately dismissed.

The schools were consolidated in 1921, and small
panel-type school buses were furnished. The south bus
was driven by Jim Stevens, the north by Warren Koch.
Miss Gladys Hanlin was the first teacher of the consol-
idated school which was held at the newly-finished
community hall.

A defective flue caused the complete destruction of
the Boehler home in 1938. The family was left with only
the clothes they were wearing. They set up housekeeping
in a small building on the property. Within a few days,
however, the community responded by showering the
unfortunate Boehlers with food, clothes, dishes, etc. Bill
and Kate were rewarded a hundredfold for the compas-
sion and good heartedness which they had shown their

neighbors over the years.

The post office was housed at the Steven’s store
which was the old community hall, and in May of that
year, Alma Stevens was appointed to be the new post
mistress.

The Boehler land was sold in the spring of 1938 to
Fred Dilts. The family then moved to Sheridan.

When Highway 59 was completed, it was situated
about a mile and a half west of Verse. A building which
housed the store was moved over to the highway. This
arrangement lasted for only a short time.

Six miles south of the Campbell County line there are
a few boards from the old granary, the basement of the
burned home and a lonely mulberry tree which Bill had
brought from Missouri to transplant there in 1936. The
memories and dreams live on-a part of the history of
northern Converse County.

Leo Boehler

Solln, George

George Bolln was born in 1847 in Hamburg, Ger-
many. He was the son of Joachin Bolln and Catherine
Heitman Bolln, who were also natives of Hamburg. The
family was engaged in agriculture.

George was educated at The Gymnasium, as well as
other excellent schools. He learned the baker’s trade
after completing his schooling. In 1876, George emigrated
to America, and almost immediately upon arriving, he
traveled on to Cheyenne, Wyoming, but remained there
only a short time before going on to the Black Hills of
South Dakota. It is probable that George was engaged in
some sort of mining venture in South Dakota, but evident-
ly was unsuccessful, since he returned to Cheyenne about
a year later, where he was engaged in a bakery business
for three years.

It seems that young George, at the age of 34, was
undecided as to what he really wanted to do with his life.
In 1881, he bought forty head of cows in Cheyenne and
drove them to Leadville, Colorado to start a dairy
business. This lasted only four months. He disposed of his
dairy, and returned once more to Cheyenne where he pur-
chased 210 head of mixed steers and heifers. Within a
year from the date of purchase, all but three head of these
cattle were stolen. He sold the remaining three head of
cattle as well as a few horses he had accumulated, and
went to work in a hotel in Cheyenne. At the end of six
months, he leased the hotel, and assumed the operation
on his own. He did succeed in this business for about three
years.

In 1885, he sold his furniture and property which he
had accumulated during the years he operated the hotel,
and moved to Fort Fetterman where he bought Altman
and Company. He had a busy trade in general merchan-
dise.

In 1887, George married Pauline Muegel, a native of
Bohemia. They had two children, Henry and Esther.

Bolln moved his stock into a building which he had
purchased in Douglas in 1888. He dealt in both wholesale
and retail merchandising. Shortly he enlarged his
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business, adding another store building so that he had 50’
of frontage on the street. One building was devoted to dry
goods, while the other was stocked with groceries, hard-
ware and crockery. His business flourished, and became
an important establishment in the young town of
Douglas. In addition to his stores, he obtained two large
warehouses enabling him to carry a large and varied
stock of goods. His business was numbered among the
leading mercantile houses of the entire county.

As a side-line, Mr. Bolln invested in sheep in 1900. He
acquired 500 acres of land upon which to pasture his
animals.

George was a staunch Democrat. He worked actively
in the party. He was elected for two terms as commis-
sioner, serving as chairman for one term. He served also
as city councilman, and as Mayor of the town. He was one
of the men who organized the First National Bank of
Douglas, and was a member of its directorate.

In 1894, he won the nomination of his party for state
treasurer, but was unsuccessful in that campaign.

George’s son Henry attended Notre Dame University
after having completed his high school education. His
major was electrical engineering, but upon his return to
Douglas, he entered banking pursuits. He was book-
keeper and later the assistant cashier in the First Na-
tional Bank. He was also associated with his father’s
mercantile business. After the death of his father, Henry
was co-operator of his father’s business with his aging
mother. Henry was a veteran of World War 1 having
served six months in France.

Ruth Grant

Bolln, Otto and Elizabeth

Otto Henry Bolln came to Douglas, Wyoming to make
his new home in 1900. He was the son of Henry and
Margaret Bolln of Omaha, Nebraska. Although he had
been a traveling salesman for Western Tinware Com-
pany when he arrived, a better business opportunity
developed with his Uncle George Bolln (the twin of
Henry) for a mercantile business in Douglas. His wed-
ding to Elizabeth Lee Willox on May 30, 1905 marked the
beginning of a most happy marriage. On February 25,
1907, their son George Willox Bolln was born. When his
uncle died, Otto reorganized the store using the name
George Bolln Mercantile Company which he managed.
During this time he also served as a Converse County
Commissioner and was very active in the Masons. Hunt-
ing trips for sage chickens, antelope and deer in Wyo-
ming were often supplemented by trips to the Pot Hole
country of Nebraska for ducks. Sunday afternoons, the
fairgrounds saw great rivalry at the clay pigeon traps
between Otto Bolln, Al Rice and the two Saul brothers.

In 1915, Otto sold his share of the mercantile store
and with Al Rice formed the Springhill Ranch Company,
buying several ranches along Horseshoe and Roaring
Fork Creeks on the north base of Laramie Peak. During
the 1921 depression, a combination of circumstances in-
cluding a most severe winter, extremely high prices for
hay and cotton seed cake, plus a high percentage loss of

cattle during the spring storms, spelled the end of the
Springhill Ranch Company.

Otto Bolln served as chairman of the Wyoming State
Fair for the next two years. During this time he was also
instrumental in the formation of, and became the first
president of the Douglas Kiwanis Club.

In 1923, Otto was invited to come to Casper, Wyoming
to be manager of the Richards-Cunningham Store. This
was the largest store in Casper at that time, selling com-
plete lines of ladies’ and mens’ clothing and shoes, yard
goods, hardware, saddles, groceries, cattle salt, etc. At
this time the Richards-Cunningham Store was heavily in
debt to the Continental Illinois Bank in Chicago. In fact,
Otto’s becoming manager was a condition of the loan
renewal. Elizabeth Lee Bolln was born on October 26,
1926. One night in the spring of 1934, there was a
disastrous fire. While payments were adequate to cover
all of the losses, the Continental Illinois Bank called all of
the loans, leaving insufficient money to rebuild and
restock the store. Unfortunately, this meant the end of
the business. The death of his good wife, Bess on June 12,
1935, made the offer of a job in Washington an attractive
one.

In 1936 Otto Bolln became Secretary to Senator
Robert Carey and worked in the Washington, D.C. office
until the Senator’s untimely death two years later. Otto’s
next move was to California where he joined his sister,
Elsa Gordon and her husband, in a travel agency.
Restrictions on travel due to Hitler’s march into Austria
limited the travel agency’s income so that it could not
support three people. Otto returned to Douglas where he
lived until his death on February 12, 1942.

George Willox Bolln attended high school in Douglas
and Casper, and spent one year in the Engineering School
of the University of Wyoming at Laramie. He then
transferred to the University of Michigan at Ann Arbor.
This gave him many wonderful opportunities to spend the
holidays with his Aunt Elsie Willox Bancker in Jackson,
Michigan. After receiving his BSEE in 1930, he started
working for Cutler-Hammer in Milwaukee, Wisconsin.

In 1939, George married Helen Murray Pfeifer and
they were blessed with four children. Although George
never returned to Wyoming for any length of time, he
maintained strong ties with his relatives and friends. On
alternate years, vacations were in the Douglas and Glen-
do areas while the children were young. Since the depar-
ture of the kids for all parts of the country, he and Helen
return for branding, hunting, rodeo or some combination
of activities and good company.

In 1970, George retired from Cutler-Hammer to en-
joy, with Helen, the pleasures of spending big chunks of
time gardening on their Springhill Farm near the
Mississippi River. They also enjoy playing golf and
bridge, hunting, fishing, traveling, and visiting their four
children and seven grandchildren.

Elizabeth Lee (Betty) Bolln began high school in
Douglas. After the death of Otto, she lived with George
and Helen, finishing high school in Shoreland, Wisconsin.
After spending two years at Knox College in Galesburg,
Illinois, she transferred to Western Michigan University
at Kalamazoo. There she received her degree in Ocupa-
tional Therapy, a skill which has served her well over the
years.
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Kearney College in preparation for entering the family
business, he did not care to become a mortician. He,
more like his grandfather, Philip, much preferred the
idea of woodworking, farming and ranching. It was
agreed that he would go to Wyoming to put the Bower
ranch into operation. On April 30, 1912, before leaving
Kearney, he married his long-time friend and fiancee’,
Nema Hazel Tracy (known as Hazel), daughter of
Addison E. and Ida (Nichols) Tracy of Mesopotamia,
Ohio and Fairport, New York, respectively. Hazel's
family had moved west from Illinois to Kearney where
she was born on October 24, 1892. She had also attended
Kearney College.

Immediately following their wedding, Clyde and
Hazel departed by train for, so far as her family was con-
cerned, the “‘uncivilized west.”’ They found Douglas to be
much better than that. Although, upon arrival here, they
discovered that her carefully packed wedding dress had
mysteriously disappeared. Small problems aside, Clyde
and Hazel loved it here. They made an easy transition to
Wyoming and because they were such happy, friendly
people, soon made many life-long friends in this area.
Three children were born at the ranch: Bruce, myself
(Maurine, Mrs. Harold Hardesty), and Erma (Mrs.
Warren Edwards), in 1912, 1914 and 1919, respectively.

Wyoming life was often a hard one with stock and
crops at the mercy of the weather. Too much rain or none
at all, devastating hail just before harvest, blizzards, and
even snow in the summer as recorded in an old journal on
July 3, 1915! Because irrigation water for crops was very
undependable, Dad became involved with the LaPrele
irrigation project. As members of the LaPrele Water
Users Association, he and others fought to protect their
water rights. In 1919 the association renegotiated their
rights with the Douglas Reservoirs Company, hopefully
for the better, when it purchased the North Platte Valley
Irrigation Company, which had been foreclosed. Ironical-
ly, access to water contributed later to a problem in the
community. Years of constant field irrigation had
created some bad swamp areas. In September 1928, after
other methods had failed, DuPont Chemical Company did
experimental blasting of some swamp land on the Bower
place to drain it and to demonstrate the most modern
method of creating irrigation ditches. Blasting was
hailed as the coming thing, better than digging ditches
with horse and slip. Repercussions of this experiment had
more to do with startled neighbors whose windows had
been shattered than with a useable new method of
drainage.

Through the years Dad grew a variety of crops. He
contracted with Holly Sugar Company to grow sugar
beets and with F. H. Woodruff and Sons of Connecticut,
later the world’s largest wholesaler of seed, to raise
prime grades of flax, pea and bean crops for their seed,
which was shipped in bulk by rail to major seed-
packaging companies around the world. Woodruffs built
a bulk-seed sorting plant in Douglas which was their
central distributing plant for the western United States. It
provided much needed employment in this area. Even-
tually seed was even packaged there too. The Woodruff
Building (now the Douglas Livestock Exchange) orig-
inally sat at the corner of First and Center Streets.

Dad also raised cattle, sheep, dairy cows, swine,

chickens, ducks and geese (which terrorized us kids with
their honk-chase-and-pinch ways). He was proud of his
huge Morgan horses which were used in the fields and to
pull great wagonloads of coal. Periodically Dad, Frank
Brown, and others in the community gathered their
teams and wagons for a trek of several days duration to
the coal mines north of town to haul home our main coal
supply.

An avid hunter and outdoorsman, Dad was an early
promoter of the Sportman’s Association here and
throughout his life enjoyed hunting the area’s bountiful
game and fowls. There were many wagon trips to the
mountains for hunting-camping trips with the C. O.
Browns. Each fall, when flocks of migrating geese and
ducks filled the sky, Dad was in sportsman’s heaven. In
the summer he and the neighbors hunted sage chickens
together. The women and children often accompanied
them, riding in horse-drawn wagons and buggies. At the
end of the hunt, we’d have a picnic and sage hen fry. We
also traveled by horse and buggy to picnics in the hills
near Green Valley Spring, the source of Douglas’ water
supply and to community picnics at Natural Bridge. How-
ever, upon return from these excursions, our first chore
was to check crops for hail damage and the swamp for
mired livestock, which were very common occurrences,
expecially on holidays for some strange reason.

Mom (Hazel) was a wonderfully sweet, warm person
and an excellent homemaker. I particularly remember
her cheerful bird-like whistling and the lovely songs she
sang as she worked at her chores which involved every-
thing from making soap to smoking meat and canning
most of our food. Music was important to her, so it was
always a part of our home and social life, whether it be
from a hand-cranked Victrola playing precious records
ordered from Kearney or mom playing ‘“The Old Rugged
Cross’’ or a John Philip Sousa march on the piano. She
played with that particular lilt and verve that caused
people to tap their feet and join in singing. Being an ac-
complished pianist herself, she arranged for Erma and
me to take piano lessons. We remember well each week
dutifully riding our horses over two miles to our music
lessons, no matter the state of the weather. There was a
time in later years when our auto fell off the unrailed side
of a bridge during a blizzard. None of us got broken but
the new records did. Mom issued one of her worst
epithets: ‘‘Oh, fiddle!”’

In 1919 when land opened up farther west of town we
homesteaded near the present road to Natural Bridge
(T33, R73, part of Section 28 and 29). Interstate 25 runs
through the old place now. I especially remember the
sorry year our unwary sheepherder allowed too many
sheep at one time to wander onto the ice-covered water-
ing pond. 1,800 sheep broke through the ice and were lost
causing quite a setback. Ancther vivid memory of the
homestead is of the day my brother, Bruce, and I learned
the hazards of adding one too many sticks of pitch pine to
a fire. We wanted to build a hotter fire in the stove to heat
wash water; instead, we built a chimney fire. I carried
our new baby sister, Erma, to the safety of a nearby hill-
side and watched, horrified, as mom and Bruce fought to
put out the fire. The old highway, along which tourists
traveled even then, was about a quarter of a mile from
the house. Several tourists, seeing the fire, stopped their
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